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ELEGY L 

Let him who likes, with heaps of gold surround 

His jealous eye, And many a well till'd rood ; 

Who likes, may tremble at the trumpet's sound. 

And o*er the spoiler's fancied footsteps brood. 

From me, dear Poverty, such guests preclude ; 

And thy scant gifts their scantiness defend ; 

Let but my hearth still cheer the blazing wood. 

Still let my easy hand fike vineyard tend, 

And to the swelling apple richer juices lend. ^ 
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4 TIBULLUS. 

So shall, in season due, each branch hang down. 
And the stain*d press with purple richness foam ; 
For pious I adore, when garlands .crown 

The rural stake, and when the cross-way stone. 
And, ev'ry apple in the ninth year grown. 
Offers to Pan his tributary state ; 

Nor Ceres, yellow goddess, spurn to own, 
Pluck'd from our field the crown which fans thy gate, 
And in our ripening orchards let Priapus wait. 

Their ruddy keeper, and the birds dismay. 

With his terrific hook ; and ye, dear band 
Of household gods, late of a smiling lea,. 

Now fall'n protectors of my narrow'd land. 
Take your just gifts ; a calf, slain by my hand. 
Was wont to clear th* innumerable bevies 

Of lowing oxen ; now, your kind demand, 
Shrunk with my means, a lamljkin satisfies ; 
And that, for what I have, a mighty sacrifice. 



ELEGY I. 



Fall, little lambkin, and let rustics cry, 

" lo ! good wine and plenteous harvests give." 
Not always with the walk my fields supply, 

Nor with their homely fare, content to live, 
When the dog-star and scorching heats revive, 
I lie beneath a tree, and hear the stream. 

With gentle chidings, on its current drive ; 
Nor to have held the ewe then gives me pain, 
Or urged, with hearty smacks, the slowly lingering team. 

Nor, in my bosom, to bear home the kid. 
Or bleating lamb, forgotten of its dam. 
But, ah ! ye thieves and wolves, forbear to tread 

Where roams my little troop ; spare none I can ; 
While larger flocks may lose, and not miss one. 
So will I, for the sheep and shepherd, slay 

The fattest wether that I can trepan, 
And, year by year, my milky ofF'ring pay 
To Pales, and propitiate her gentle swa^. 



6 TIBULLUS. 

Be present, kind diyinities ! for you 

Disdain not of my niggard store the best, 
Nor earthen jugs, if elean ; tho' mean and few ; 
With earthen jugs the frugal farmer dress'd 
His board, in tb' Men time ; himself he press'd, 
And fashion'd into form, the ductile clay. 

No ; I regret not what my sires possessed, 
Grold, fruit, and corn in storehouse stor'd away, 
For me sufficient is the crop which feeds to-day. 

Sufficient is th' accustom'd bed, that rests 

And sooths my aching limbs, subdued with toil ; 
How sweet to hear the wind's unpitying blasts, 
And feel a tender mistress closer coil ! 
Or, if hibernal Auster on the soil 
Pour the cold torrent, and the landmarks sweep, 

Sleep calmly on, and the fierce tempest foil ! 
Be this my lot, and riches let him heap. 
Who bears the rage and saddening show'rs of the deep. 



ELEGY I. 7 

For what are gold and g&m to my love's tear ? 

Perish them all, before it flows for me ! 
'Tis thine to fight, Messala, aod to bear 

Thy home's proud ornaments from land and sea ; 
To share thy triumphs Fm no longer free, 
Entangled fast in beauty's am'rouB chain, 

Whose doors, which imitate her cruelty, 
Fmd me a faithful watch ; I leave my fame 
For thee, my Delia, tho' a sknd'ring world may blame. 

And many caHme weak and sluggish slave. 

O may my latest glances thee recal. 
When death shall drive me to th' impassive grave ! 
O may I grasp thy trembling form, with all 
Love's lingering strength, till my arm nerveless fall ! 
Then will you weep, and lay my pale corpse out 

On bier, which reckless flames shall soon impall. 
And tears will mingle with each kiss no doubt ; 
Yes ; you will weep, and bang my cold remains about ; 
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For tender is your heart, oor cased ia steel, 
Nor held in flint's impenetrable bound : 
Yea ; all will melt, when the loose flame shall steal 
About the pile its bright and silent round ; 
Nor youth, nor nymph, dry-eyed shall there be fouodj 
As my lamented obsequies they leave ; 

But thou, my love, those tender cheeks nor wouni 
Nor tear thy hair, lest my sad ghost should grieve ; 
But, let us while we may in mutual fondnese live. 

Soon shall our eyes Death's dismal shadows gloom ; 

Soon nought-enjoy Id g age creep on our browu. 
Love's transports little locks of grey become : 
Little the playful words that fondness knows. 
Now vig'rous youth the fickle goddess woos. 
Now the vain gates, reslrictive to desire, 

I Joy to burst, and many a combat choose. 
But, in these soft engagements, never tire ; 
In these I'll fain direct, or bear command. 



ELEGY I. 

But hence, ye flags and trumpets ! far retire ; 

Bear wealth and wounds to your desiring band ; — 
Secure to rich and famed, I wave my scornful hand. 
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ELEGY II. 



Pour wine, and with pure spirit augment its force. 
And quell these new pains that molest my peace, 
If welcome sleep my vanquish'd eyelids cross, 

Let no rude tread my drunken slumbers chase, 
So that my wretched love may find some ease ; 
For o'er my girl a cruel keeper's set, 

And, held by bolts, the gates to open cease : 
Gates, that obey a peevish master's fit. 
May showers ye rust and Jove*s just lightnings hit ! 



ELEGY II. 1] 

Yet, gates, for once let my complatnts prevail ; 

For me al(me the yielding hingea strain^ 
Nor creaking tell the amatoFy tale ; 

Andy ah ! forbear t' avenge my curses vain- ; 
Twas madness uttered tliem ; or let the pain 
Of these fall only on my gviilty head ; 

Thou canst not, sure, foi^t the humble strain 
In which I oft invc^ed thy withheld aid. 
And promised it should be in flbw'ry wreaths repaid ? 

Nor thou, my Delia, fear to cheat thy spies ; 
Coura^ suits love, Venus the daring aids ; 
She guards th' attempt, whether the bold youth tries 
The unknown threshold, or the fair evades, 
And, with her teeth, unfastens what impedes ; 
She teaches him unseen to leave the bed. 

And how the cracking floor the least upbraids, 
'TIS she of looks Love's telegraph hath made. 
And signals pass secure, e'en at the sentry's head. 



12 TIBULLUS. 

Yet not to all her happy gifts are giv'n, 

But only those who sloth discard, nor fear 
Binds to the couch : tho' gloom envelope heav'ny 
Such she defends, nor suffers slaves to tear 
Th' unlucky vest, and to the master bear, — 
A proof of diligence, — and claim reward : 

She blunts the stab revenge to aim would dare. 
March fearless, then, whoe'er owns Love his lord ; 
His sacred torch thy guide, dread not the hired sword. 

Not me the damp cold of the wintry night, 
Tho* the dank show'r in driving torrents rain ; 

Not toil undreamt of from my purpose fright, 
Let Delia but th' opposing door unchain. 
And, with the well-known rap, my presence claim ; 

But let no light the cautious visit prove. 
Lest lurking man, or maid, report the same ; 

Venus delights to hide the thefts of love. 

Nor heedlessly along the sounding passage move. 



ELEGY II. 13 

And ask no name, nor dang'rous flambeau beat, 
Instinct shall guard thee from a dire mistake ; 
Or, if some busy slave thy shadow scare. 
Let him no tittle of the matter break, 
But swear he has forgot, by all that's good and great. 
The babbling fools of Love's hid things shall rue. 

And find not Venus always kind and meek. 
But fierce, vindictive, as beseems the true 
Daughter of blood,sprung from the wild wave's wildest dew. 

Or if he tell, thy spouse incred'lous hears : 

So vouch'd a witch, who never vouches lies, 
Her spells should verify. Her magic tears, 
I pallid witness, planets from the skies ; 
And at her song the bursting river hies, 
Whirling its waters o'er th' unchannel'd vales ; 
Cleft by the verse, the gaping grave supplies 
Its summon'd crew of stalking ghosts, nor fails 
Her pow'r to bring e'en tepid bones from fun'ral piles. 



14 TIBULLU8. 

Now, with infernal claok, the spectres crowd ; 

Now, take their milky signal and depart. 
Her will the darken'd azure can uncloud, 

Her will bring snowj tho' summer's fervours dart ; 
To eull Medea's simples hers the art; 
And she alone, as rumours tell, has known 

How to subdue th' untamed dogs that bark 
Incessant round stern Hecate*s guarded home : 
She, she has taught the spell which keeps the deed your 
own. 

Sing thrice the words, and, as you sing, thrice spit, 

And no malicious zeal belief shall wrest ; 
Thy easy spouse would think it all deceit, 

£*en tho' his eyes the deed made manifest ; 
But, ah ! ne'er think to make another blest ; 
That fatal step a moment would betray. 

Of me, of me alone, no tittle's guess'd : 
She said too, but there may I sceptic be, 
SAe could with herbs dissolve and charm my love away. 



£LEGY II. 15 

With toiches' reddening ^lace encircliDg me. 
Large victims to the magic gods she slew ; 
Yet from my lovel wish'd not to be ficee, 

But that my pride might keep it hid from yon ; 
Thy bonds I would not, tho' I tmight, undo. — 
— Iron was his soul, whom from thy slighted arms 

Spoil and the martial ding unwisely drew. 
Meanwhile his sword Cilician hosts alarms, 
Let camps, on hostile^oimd,conf<^s the conqu 'ring arms ; 

Let him, all wove with gold and silver, shine 

Conspicuous on his fiery-mettled steed : 
To yoke my gentle oxen be it mine, 

And my still fiock to lonely mountains lead. 
Thou, only thou, my Delia, see them feed ; 
And, while within my tender arms you lie. 

Sweet be the sleep, no matter where the bed ; 
What recks it, on a Tyrian couch, to try 
To court those slumbers soft that hapless lovers fly 1 



16 TIfiULLUS. 

And leave them but to tears and watchful hours. 

Nor plumes, nor counterpane's embroidered tale^ 
Nor e'en the murm'ring brook's oblivious pow'rs, 
O'er sleep's inexorable will prevail. — 
— What have I done, great Venus, that I feel 
Thy wrath ? has my rash tongue thy powV profan'd ? 

Has impious fury urged me to assail 
The hallowed fanes, their deities disdain'd ? 
Or have I snatch'd the wreaths to holy fires ordain'd ? 

Not, if I've sinned, will I demur to fall, 

And kiss th' offended temple's sacred sill ; 
Not, in the dust, upon my knees to crawl, 
And smite the holy pillar's pedestal. 

With the unhappy head that caused the ill. 
Ah ! scoffer, who so gladly mock'st my pain, . 

Beware, lest thou thy sudden turn bewail ; 
Not o'er one heart that God's content to reign ; 
And I have seen, who laugh 'd at youthful pangs, in vain 
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Struggle,, when old, to doff the am'rous yoke, 
And mimic tenderness, in trem'lous sta^e, 
And from his brows the tell-tale grey hairs stroke, 

Nor blush to haunt the door, or hold the slave. 
And, amid jeers, his fair one's welfare crave. 
Him boys, him men, in closest circles jam 

Castmg their bitter scorn, they taunt, they brave. 
Me spare, O Venus, ever thme I am, 
Ever have been ; then why thy own possessions flame ? 
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Without me thou pursuest thy destin'd way, 

Messala, where the ^gean billows swell. 
O, in the thoughts of thee and thy troop, may 
Some tender record of their comrade dwell ! 
Here, in Pheeacian land, disease befell, 
And holds me victim on an unknown shore. 

Dark Death ! thy eager hands restrain awhile ; 
Restrain thy eager hands, dark Death ! I 'mplore ; 
No mother on my ashes here the tear can pour, 



ELECT III. 19 

Or preaa the burnt bones to her sadden'd breast ; 

No sister here, Assyriaa scents to spread. 
And weep beside my tomb, with hai'r untress'd ; 
Far, far ia Delia, who advised, 'tis said, 
With ev'ry god, and willing me delay'd ; 
Thrice to the boy the sacred lots she held. 

And thrice the same the boy the omens made; 
All pledg'd return ; yet utt'raace fear repell'd ; 
Yet she look'd back, as tho' no more to be beheld. 

1 calm'd. her soul with all that hope inspir'd ; 

And tho' I'd ev'ry wish and mandate giv'n. 

Found reasons for the stay my heart desir'd ; 

Now, tried the flight of birds ; it pleas'd not heav'n 
This hour, or that ; to Saturday 'twas driv'n ; 
Who durst aadacious spurn that sacred day? 

How oft, when otbef pretence seem'd forbidd'n, 
When now their eyes had seen me on my way, 
My foot has tripp'd the porch, and added new delay. 



30 TIBULLUS. 

Let henceforth no one stir without Lore's leave. 

Nor leam that god's displeasure when too late. 
What succour does thy boasted Isis give ? 

What now, my Delia, does it ease my fate. 
So oft t' have made the brass reverberate ? 
What now to have performed that solemn rite 

Remember'd, when, in chastely order'd state, 
Alone you pass'd the solitary night, ' 

Cleans'dfrom each thought impure.on bed ofpiirestwhite^ 



Now, goddess, now thy healing arts display ; 

For thou can'st cure, the pictur'd tablets hung 
So num'rous, on thy temple's pillars, say. 

Then shall my Delia pay the votive song, 
In linen veil o'er her hid beauties flung, 
Before tby hallow'd gates, and twice a day, 

With floating locks, tune to thy praise her tongue, 1 
Outshining all the crowd that worship pay. 
O were it mine not for from household gods to stray, t 
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But offer to old Pan his monthly due 

Of gratitude, in smoking incense paid ! 
How, bleat did man, in Saturn's reign, pursue 

Life's gentlest pleasures, ere a way wm made 
To distant shores, and open the morid laid ! 
Not then the bark did the dread expanse smite, 
Despising its blue depths, and bold display'd 
Her swelling bosom to the breezes' flight; 
Not then to sever'd lands, that ne'er had met his sight, 

His shortest course th' advent' rou8 sailor steer'd ; 

And ballasted his ship with foreign freight ; 
No yoke the robust bull in those days fear'd, 

Nor horse with mouth obedient chanip'd the bit. 
No door uncourteous bade for welcome wait, 
No stone, rude regent of the parted field, 

Confin'd with measur'd bound'iies th* estate ; 
But honey even sterile oaks distill'd. 
And ewes tintimorous bore home their u4ders gll'd, 
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No broils, no marshaird force, no wars were then ; 

Nor did th' artificer's remorseless skill 
Bid forth the sanguinary weapon gleam ; 

Now Jove's empire eternal slaughters fill , — 
Eternal wounds a thousand ways reveal ; 
A thousand sudden ways — to death, the sea ; 

Spare me, O Father, mercy be thy will ! 
No timid thoughts past perjuries display. 
No recollected blasphemies my soul dismay. 

But, if the years by destiny allow'd 

We have run out, if now's their fatal end ; 
Write on the stone that marks our last abode ; 

** Here lies TibuUus, whom stem death did rend. 
While he Messala track'd by sea and land." 
Venus herself shall to th' Elysian scenes 
• The constant votary of love attend ; 
Here, festive dance ; here, song perpetual reigns, 
AVhile hov'ring here and there, in sweetly mingled strains, 



ELEGY III. 23 

The birds exert their little throats ; while bears 

Cassia the most uncultiyated soil ; 
And^ criinson'd with the rose's blush^ appears 

Thro' all its od'rous fields, the earth to smile; 

There, bevies of bright youths and damsels toil, 
Toil at their wanton sports, while love delights 

■ 

With gentle heats the parties to embroil ; 
There, lovers whom death's hasty fury smites, 
In myrtle-fasten'd locks, conclude th' unfinished rites. 

But, far in night's deep gloom and farthest bound 

Remov'd, extends the wicked's drear abode ; 
Around the waters' sable waves resound. 

Here, while her brows, for hair, fierce snakes inshroud , 
Tisiphone pursues the impious crowd ; 
There Cerberus the brazen gates ne'er leaves. 

Unsleeping watchman, and with hisses loud 
His serpent jaws distend. There, the wheel heaves 
Ceaseless the circling limbs of Ixion, who receives 
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■2i TIBULLU9. 

ThuE tlie dire penalty of Juno's scorn ; 

And Tityus, oa nine ample acres laid. 
With undiminisli'd entrails, feeds a swarm 

Of constant birds ; there Tantalus ; and spread 
Around him the dank pool : — lo ! now has fled 
His thirst-in fever'd lipfi the promised sip. 

And there the offspring of Danaus tread, 
With weary steps, and the vain buckets dip, . 
That leak : — fit pangs ! who durst love's sworn exist£nce 

And, there, be whosoe'er has dared ascend 

Th' absent Delia's violated bed. 
Or wiah'd deferr'd my ling'ring campaign's end : 
may'st thou chaste, I pray, continue, led 
And schoord to virtue by some ancient maid t 
Hay she assiduous guard thy purity ; 

And, while she spins, and winds th' extended thread 
From distaff full, the lamp unheeded nigh, 
£il^ t^e succf^ding Ui«. nuk« the slow i 



ELEGY III. 25 

While on their tedious tasks thy maids intent^ 

O'erpower'd by sleep, at length their work forget, 
Then may myself, no messenger first sent, 

So suddenly thy spreading eyelight meet. 
That me, as one dropped from the clouds, you greet ; 
Then run, nor stay to cull disordered dress, 

Tho' feet all bare, and loosen'd curls unneat. - 
O, to unfold that shining day of bliss. 
On, fair Aurora, on thy rosy coursers press ! 
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O MIGHT some tree its friendly boughs unfold. 

To guard thy shadeless head, Priapus, bare 
Alike to injuries of sun and cold ! 

What cunning device, what ingenious care. 
Could, with that face, the beauteous sex ensnare ? 
No shining beard hast thou to court their hand ; 

And from thy poll depends thy uncomb'd hair ; 
Naked thy limbs the brumal frosts withstand, 
Naked, the heats, when Sirius fiercely burns the land. 



Thus I, and Bacchus' offspring thus rejojn'd : 

"Ah! ctfase to trust th' inexperienced crew 
Of fickle girls. Tliey of their anioura find 
Ever just cause the objects to puratie. — 
This smote, because with Darrow reins he drew 
Up the impetuous horse; — This, for he drove. 

With snowy breast, tlie wave's unruffled blue ;— 
This, because bold ; — while that the shaft of love 
Hurls deep, because his bashfu loess deep blushesprove. — 

" Yet, do not thou the long pursuit give over 

Despairing, tho' her lips at first deny ; 
Slow her reluctant neck the yoke shall cover ; 
Time bids the rabid lion man obey : 
Time bids the rock to soft stream mollify : 
Each year revolving hangs the sunny hills 

With grapes, and stains them with a purple dye : 
Each year his silent round the bright sun steals, 
Trims tlie glad signs, and with new sp 
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S8 TiBirLius. 

" Nor fear, with oaths, to moving words t' add weigfatj 

Love's guiltless perjuries winds bear away, 
Canying o'er earth and sea theJr empty freight. 

To Jove's great joy. What thoughtless warmtll 

Swears with too eager lips, forbears to weigh 
That tender father ; so, to-morrow, vain : 
Whether, hy DIan's arrows, yon betray ; 
Or, by Minerva's locks, a promise feign ; 
T* avenge such peccadiUoes goddesses disdain. 

" But irretrievable will be the fault. 

Which suffers present joy unsipp'd to speed. 
How swift time niahes on '. no day to halt 
Permits itself, or backward to recede, 
Unstable as yourself. How swiftly fade 
The purple colours that adom'd the earth ! 

How soon the silver poplar's beauteous head 
Scatters its locks ! How, reckless of his birth, 
^'ennqbl^ courser which al Elia ^roy'd hit 



" Lies dull and firelesa 'neath the woes of age ! 

Nay, I have seen a sigh repentant swell 
The youthful bosom, grieving how unsage 

'T had suffered joy unpreas'd to take farewell. 
Untaught with graver years austere to dwell. 
Ah, cruel gods I each year the snake decay 

Unloos'd strips off; but beauty's charms compel 
The fates to mourn their loss, but not delay ; 
On liber and Apollo sole youth sheds th' immortal ray ; 

" For lliem do radiant locks unclipp'd become. 

Whate'er the fancy of her favour'd boy 

May tempt, be sure thou grant ; love can o'erconie, 

By flatt'riug yeas, a thousand bars to joy. 

Tho' far, and Canisall his rays employ 

To singe the scorching road ; tho' the clouds weave 

Their deeply-tinted veil before the sky, 
And, in the watry bow, thou canst perceive 
The gathering torrent; yet, thy ask'd attendance give. 
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" Or if through azure wave he choose to steer. 
Be thou still ready ; and, with oar, urge safe 
The lightly-bounding skiff; tho' hard appear 

The toil, and much thy tender fingers chafe; 
Yet, thou with fortitude the labour brave ; 
Nor grudge with nets to press thy shoulders down, 

So that thou pleasest the delighted knave. 
Now hankering to invest the Tallies lone, 
In their deep fastnesses, and make hifi own 

" Their wild uihaUtants. Or if arms please. 

Ever let thon thy right hand softly fall ; j 

And, often as he will advantage sieze, , 

Do thou to word it take no care at all. 
But bare thy side, and him thy victor call : 
Then kind to thee she'll prove ; then you may force 

Those dear-held kissea ; tho' she chide, yet all. 
Beseeming modest years, she'll give of course : , 

Forc'd kisses fii-st she'll give; then at thy asking 



" Nor guard her lips ; aX last thy love she'll own. 

And on thy neck in wioniag fondness hang. 
Alas ! how ia this age to evil prone ! 

To arts, which coat pursuing many a pang I 

Now does unbearded youth for presents long. 

To thee, who first weighed out thy love for gold. 

Be woe afiix'd ! may the dire flint have sprung. 

And mmgled with thy bones 1 Boys, see ye hold 

Dear poets and the Muses ; for not gitls imfold, 

" Tho' golden, half the charms the Muses send. - 

tn song the purple locks of Nisus shine. 
'Tis song which does to Pelops' shoulder lend 
Its ivory lustre. Whom the sacred Nine 
Shall write in verse, may mock oblivious time. 
And live, while heav'n-die stars, or earth shall bear 

The sturdy oaks, while streams their banks confine. 
But he ; — who to the muse shall pay no care ; 
Who of his venal loves barters the sordid ware ; — 
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" Let him the Idsean Opis' car pursue, 

Aad never end his wand'rings, till complete 
Her triumph thrice a hundred cities view ; 

Let him his worthless members amputate, 
That Phry^ans may applaud the senseless feat. 
Venus delights to give occasion kind i 

For passion's rhetoric to have its weight ; ^ 

Submissive plaints, and tears that melt the mind 
To gentle pity, her protecting influence find." 

Such were th' instructions that the god imparted 

Tome, toberesung in Titius'ear; 
But Titius now, in Hymen's noose inserted, 
A wife commands to forget what they were. 
Let him obey ; it matters not ; so dear 
To your forsaken hearts, which some fair coy 

With crafty art, despotic rules, I bear 
A master's honours. Each one may enjoy 
That glory be delights in : mine is to employ 



ELEGY IV. 33 

My skilly how lovers spurn'd may reinstate 
Their fall'n favour : all our gates invite. 
The time shall come when duteous youths shall wait, 
In troops, and lead me forth, lest dim my sight 
Betray me, as to love I set them right. 
Ah me ! ah me ! how, with a lingering flame. 

Bums Maratha ! my boasting's put to flight. 
How vain my arts ! my stratagems how vain ! 
Spare me ; lest, made a 'jest, my mastership they shame. 
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Sharp were my words, and haughtily I bragged 

How I the separation could sustain : 
How have my lusty spirits already flagg'd ! 

Now like a top which, on some level plain. 
The dext'rous urchins lash, my giddy brain 
Moves round and round. Burn, torture my proud soi 

Let it no pompous deed conceive again ; 
Or, in expressing, the fierce words control. 
Yet, by thy bed, by ev ry joy that thence I've stole, 



By secret treaties, by ihy jiiUow'U head. 

Pardon, O pardon still the penitent ! 

Oft when disease its dire influence shed. 

And sad thou lay'st with melancholy spent, 
What, but my pray'rs, relief and gladness sent ? 
Twas I who thrice the purest sulphur flamed. 

From the foul witch's magic to defend ; 
Twas I who, with thrice-hallow'd meal, lestrain'd 
From hurting the bad dreams, which o'er thy slumbers 
reign'd. 

Twfls I who, bound with thread, in vest unwned. 

Nine solemn services Diana said, 
What time the midnight's awful silence gloomed. 
All have I done that could thy comfort aid ; 
Now sure th* enjoyment of thy wishes made, 
Another claims the fondest as his own ; 

Another steals the fruit my pray'rs have paid : 
Ah I rashly, (for the gods did surely frown,) 
I I drew this idea) portrait of m^ da-^ato co\n«> ^^^| 



" The country I'll inhabit ; while my floor, 

Harden'd by sunny rays, the grain shall bruise. 
Shall Delia stand beside, guard of my store ; 

Or heap the galher'd grapes in cone profuse; 
Or crush with nimble foot the frothy juice : 
To her, the care, to see my flock complete ; 

And to her prating slave, 'twill grow in use. 
To toy and make his mistress' lap a seat ; — 
She'll know what gilts are wont our rustic gwl to gn 

" And offer, for the vines, a cluster fair. 

Wheat-ears, for com, and, for the flocks, a 
All shall confess her sway ; all feel her care ; 
And, to be conscbus that I nothing am 
TliTOugliout the house, shall not an iota shame. 
Hither shall he, my own Messala, come ; 

And, from the tree, whose fruitage bears the 
Shall Delia choose, and bear the fairest home ; 
Shell spread the hero's feast, and wait on him aloi 
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Such joys I rashly drew ; and thought them true. 
Because I wish'd them ; now the winds divide, 
Nothus and Auster ; to the iai purlieu 

Of spice-perfum'd Arabia, scatt'ring wide. 
Oft, with the draught's oblivious cup, I've tried 
To dbsipate my cares, but ev'ry drop 

Becomes a tear, by sorrow ckriSed : 
Oft clasp'd another ; but, whea free to crop 
Love'ti pleanuies flutt'ring round me, Venus ull would stop 

With Delia's image, and desert my need : 

Then to my sight a female form would rise. 
And the dark cat'logue of my vices read, 
(Alas, how does their number agonize !) 
And me devote ; devote, but with the eyes. 
The looks, the dimpled arm, the yellow tress, 

(Wot word) with all the charms my girl supplies : 
Such blue-eyed Thetis did the bridle press 
or the rein'd fish, when IjcottgiU Vo ^eXettai abases,*. — 
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These mar my life,— ^ rival's wealth preferr'd, 

And a deep bawd ; — these, these my days OttaiaU 

Eat she meats raw ; and ttain, with bloody beard. 

The goblets galt-iofuscd her thirst has drain'd ! 

Her may the souls betray'd, with fierce complain 

Annoy, in hov'rJng round her I may her thatch 

The owl's perpetual mansion be ordain'd. 
And tremble at its screechings ! may she scratch. 
For doubtful herbs, the grave's darit sod, and e 

snatch, 
At hunger's goadings, bones which wolves have ped^ 

May she thro' hooting cities howling run, 
Her limbs in hideous nakedness reveal'd, 

And let her heels a pack of mastifls dun ! — 
Yes ; such predicted miseries shall come ; 
A just tribunal ha* an injnr'd swain : 

The god assenting nods ; and, when undone, 
Wiihoul good cause, her solemn-fasten'd chain, 
Veniif reaenln th" injusvice, und mftwVs. \\\ft \fiavi. 
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Do thou without delay the sorceress leave. 

And give her greedy maxims to the blast ; 
Love to the mercenary will in no wise clea.ve. 
The poor no time in covenanting waste; 
The poor thy gracious will obeys in haste. 
And to thy tender side affix'd will bide ; 

The poor swain, when in crowds impervious placed, 
Will let no force his love and him divide, 
I But urge his hands between, and tum the press aside ; 

The poor will wrap thee in secure disguise. 

When thou would'at some clandestine friend behold : 
Himself officious wiU, lest slaves prove spies. 

From off thy snowy feet the chain unfold. — 
Alas ! 'Us all in vain ; no gate has roll'd. 
Moved by words, back its unconcerned face ; 

Still must 1 smite it hard, with knuckle cold. 
But thou, who BOW art victor, fear my case ; 
Soon may swift fortune's changing wheel make mine tliy 
place. 
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For never yet the swain^-^wbose patience bore 

The hard probation of forbidden sill ; 
Now peeping thro' the crannies of the door^ 
And at th' approaching step retiring still ; 
Now walking by, but, soon subdued the vdU, 
Returning fast, and hawking at the gate. 

But has at last relaxed the stem rebel.— 
Then thou Love's stolen benefits, while fate 
Permits, enjoy ; and wind and tide thy bark await. 
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Love, when thou'dst have me fondle thee, thoii bear'st 

Thy aspect courting^ and thy features mild ; 
But, when I've twined th6e with myself, thou scar'st 
With looks of ugliness, an alter'd child : 
What is our strife, fierce boy ? or when beguil'd 
By such deep artifice, what glory thine ? 

How could a man a god's intent have foil'd ? 
Now nets entangling catch me ; now, once mine, 
Delia, the silent night, a stranger's arms entwine. 



42 



ULI.V&. 



Yet she denies it, and with looks of truth ; — 

But how to credit who we know deceive ? 

Oft she denied, with looka as true, forsooth. 

My knowledge, and the good mart made believe. 
I've taught her how unseen her spies to leave ; 
Alas ! alaa ! I'm caught in my own gin. 

From me she learn'd, how specious cause to weave 
Why she should sleep alone ; how, without din, 
TTie silent hinge would turn, and let a lover in. 




her given, 
marks impress'd, 
I the fond tooth driven. 



And oft I've herbs and 

T' obliterate suspicii 

When love too deeply 

But thou, prone in security to rest, 
Thou, of thy partner's artifice the jest, 
Me take ; and so her sins be kept to one ; 

Or else beware, lest of thy shame possess'i 
The young men publish it ; — and ne'er alone 
Let her r^wte, with heaving breast and iooM 
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Nor lei her nods the asaignation fix ; 

Or finger 'round ihe table's vei^ draw out 
Tlie liquor, and the mystic letters mix ; 
Tremble, as often aa she goes about. 
No matter the pretext ; tho' be avow'd 
The rites of Isis which no male may see. 

Trust me, at th' altar's foot I'd quell my doubt, 
Tho' my eyes smarted for th' impiety. — 
Oft, as her seal, or rings, admiring, nearer me 

Well 1 remember to have drawn her hand. 

And 'twined her snowy fingers with my own ; 
Oft, with strong wine, prepar'd thee slumbers bland. 
And victor at the treach'rous banquet shone, 
Thanks to the water in my cup alone. 
Yet, if I injur'd thee, I rne the crime. 
And for it, sure confessing, I atone : 
Twaa Love inspir'd the deed, and who can climb 
In thought, go high as 'gainst the gods to bear th' ensign. 



He am I, (truth's confession shames not now,) 

Whom, the whole night, thy feithful watch-dog bay'd 
With what doth thee a tender wife endow ? 

The key as well might on the shelf be laid, 
When all that's dear already U betrayed ; — 
She clasps thee, but for absent lovers sighs ; 

And when ask'd why, deceit, with ready aid, 
A sudden headache's dol'rous throbs, replies. 
But' if entrusted me, I'll guard her as 1 prize; 

Nor will my back the tortuous whip refuse ; 

For this, no fetters' galling rings my feet : 
Then, hence, all ye who robes unbosom'd use 
Then, hence, whose locks depend in order ~n 
Let each approaching, lest he should create 
Suspicion, stand afar ; far stand, tho' thence 

His way may lead him to a distant street ; — 
So he the god commanded, thus to fence 
inordinate desires ; — so great, in mystic sense ; 



With voice divine, a priestess prophesied ; — 

She, when Bellona agitates her frame, 
A maaiac, can the twisted thong deride, 

And the sharp torment of the wbiten'd flame ; 
She raving cuts her arms, nor heeds the pain. 
And stains the goddess with the gushing flood ; 

Fix'd in her side, her ribs a spit sustain : 
Thus, and with wounded bosom bath'd in blood, 
She, as the goddess prompts, sings future ill or good. 

" Forbear to violate the girl, whom love 

Delights to guard, lest rue ye the act past ; 
Her if one touch, as silent trickling move 

These red streams, so shall his poasessions waste, 
Or as this cinder's by the winds displaced." 
And she unutterable pangs decreed. 

My Delia, if but in the verge thou haste 
Of guiltiness. May she remit thy meed ! 
Or gentle be th' infliction tbreaten'd ! thus I plead 
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For thee, not finding aii|;ht t' extetiiiate, 

But by thy mother gain'd, — that golden dame ! 
Her tears my ai^ry wi^es dissipate : 

She led me to thee, when the tftilight came, 
And timid join'd our hands, nor told my name ; 
She watch'd for me without the doors by night. 

And knew the echo of my steps again, 
Tho' fax and cautious. Kindest dame I may bright 
And long thy evening of exiiitence shine ! O might 

To thy concluding years be added mine,— 

A willing off'ring ! dear I'll erer hold 
Thee ; but thy dang^tef, only as she's thine ; — 

Tho' false, tho' perjar'd, thou her form didst mou 
Teach her but innocence resistmg gold. 
Nor reck I, tho' no sweeping robe her feet 

Impede, nor band, her ringlet's glossy fold. — 
Hard are the laws which me she's wont to mete ; 
Nor can I laud another, e'en with looks, but straid 



She pounces at my crime- imputed eyes ; 

And, on the bare suspicion of a sin. 
My unoffending hair with fiiry plies, 

And heaxllong to the marble brings my chin : 
Yet, loath am I to strike thee even then ; 
But, nheu the savage fit again shall seize, 

I may p'rhaps wish that thou hadst handless been. 
Nor, only chaste from fear, expect to please ; 
In parting, give to me thy bosom's golden keys. 

Who to all faithless proved, she, poor and old, 

Shall guide with trembling hand the twisted thread. 
And bid the tighten'd web the woof infold, 

And count the snov^ fleeces for her bread ; 
Her youths shall wee, and mock her hoary head ; 
Her too, from high Olympus, Venus view 

Weeping, and show how the attainted bed 
She vindicates. Such ills may others nie, 
Not we, whom time shall testify love's models true l 
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This day ; — the fates, who twine the fatal cords 

'Which no god's power can undo, have sung ;-i- 
This day should sparkle in the Romans' swords. 
Spread fear th* Aquitanian race among. 
And bid, from Atar's valiant sons, be wrung 
Reluctant homage. Yes ; this glory's gain'd. 

And our flush'd youths to triumphs new have clung 
Exulting, and beheld the captured chain'd ;— - 
And high an ivory car, Messala, thee sustained. 



Drawn by imperial steeds of anowy gloss; 
And laurels shaded thy victorious liead : 
Nor are thy honours unto me a loss ; 

For that I foUow'd, wlieresoe'er thou led, 
* Pyreoean Tarbella, and the dread 

And fierce Saotouic ocean witnessed ; — 
Witness'd Arar, and Rhone with rapid tide. 

The noble Garonne, and where yellow spread > 
The sands of Camute-Ijger azure-dyed ; — 
Thee, Cydnus, shall I sing, whose placid waters g;lide. 



And gently wind, o'er many a limpid ford.' 

How, frowning; on the clouds wilh lofty pride. 
Cold Taurus bounds Cilicia'a shaggy horde ? 
Or shall I tell, in Syria sanctified. 
How milky doves thro' crowded towns may glide ? 
And how, first taught to raise the mast and sail. 

Tyre, from her tow're, o'erlooka the roaring tide? 
How, full with summer rains, Nile's channels fail, - _ii 
L And roll their fertile waves thro man-^ atotsV^ ■qiie.'*- 
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Where shall T place, O Nile, thy precious source ? 

Or, why so hidden, develope at least ? 
Refreshed by thee, no showers* gentle force 

The earth demands, to spread its plenteous feast 
No raining Jove, the meadow's yellow breast :— 
The barb'rons nations sing of thee, and trust 

Their own Osiris ; or, with .plaints appeas'd, 
Wotship the Memphian bnll : — Osiris first 
Shaped to ingenious forms rude ploughs, and urged 
dust. 

With iron yet unused, to ope its store : 

He first entrusted to the untried ground 
The hopeful seed ; and trees, unknown before. 
Bade with delicious fruitage to abound : 
He taught the tender vine the stake around 
To keep, and its redundant verdure brush Vl, 

With hook unsparing ; and, by him first found. 
The ripen'd grape, by feet unsandal'd crushed. 
Forget its (rfumpness, aud w ^ta^roxv\ «<N^\.\!y^!igi^ 5^ 
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Deep mellow'd by tliia generous juice, the voice 

Began to melt, and tune itself to soug ; 
And awkward hitherto, the limbs by choice. 

With grace, in measured steps, to bound along. 
Bacchus, the toil-worn husbandman, whom strong 
labour, his long associate, had oppresa'd. 

Bade sorrow from his cheerful breast be flung ; — 
Bacchus to all afflicted souls brings rest ; 
Tho' the imprison 'd legs with clanlcing chains be laced. 

Nor melancholy care, nor grief are thine, 
Osiris; but, with light congenial love 
Commingling dance and«ong ; but flow'rs entwine 

Their various dyes ; but, wreath'd thy brows above, 
A crown with ivy berries interwove ; 
A robe, whose yellow folds protect the feet ; 

And Tyre's pellucid gauze ; and pipes, t'improve 
The singer's native muuc ; and, unmeet 
For pryera, the little chest .that Itnows each mystic feat. ■ 
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Come now, by choral sporttt in hundreds led. 

And celebrate the Patron of our birth, 
Oui Genius : drench with wiae his pure forehead ; 
Let ID his hair shiae oils of dearest worth ; 
And garlands bind his neck, and temple's girth 
Come here to-day, while honours thee await, — 

Frankincense, nor to offer is there dearth 
Libation of Mopsopian honey great.— 
But thee may many sons admire and emulate. 

And, when infirm, all duteously surround ! 
Nor he that to Tusculum strays, or white 
Alba detains, within her antique bound. 

Forget, thy cost, the objects of his sight ; — 
Here sniooth the gravel spreads ; here, fitted t^t. 
Rough flints are join'd. — Thee may the farmer sing. 

When his safe steps from town he bears at night I— 
But, Birthday, long thy Joyous era bring, 
fairer and fairer, each anticipated spring ! 
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What words in soften'd tone, what speaking nods 

From her we love can do, I can't conceal. 
No anxious lots I cast ; no will of gods, 
Traced in the smoking sacrifice, reveal ; 
Nor for events do I with ravens deal ; 
Venus herself has bound with magic knot 

My arm, and taught me all ; and yet I feel 
The blows that costs her teaching. Trifle not ; 
A prey that's struggling caught enrages the despot ^ 
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Ah ! what avails it to have named the place 

Oft changed, for ev'ry lock, and deck'd thy hair ? 
What to have laid upon thy burden'd fece, 

The bright'ning essences ? or, with such care 
Permitted none thy nails but unguists pare? 
Ah ! what to put new trains and vestments on ? 
Or make thy feet the buckle's pressure bear ? 
Since she smiths more, in nature's charms alone. 
Who lingers not her hair in curious shapes to comb. 

Has some old sorceress, with her songs and herbs, 

Bewitch'd thee, in the silent time of night ? — 
Songs have the ready harvest raia'd upwards. 
And bid it on a neighbounDg field alight i 
SoDgs adders charm ; atkd would bring Phoebe qid 
Did not the tinkling brass tb' attempt frustrate : 
But why to words impute my wretched pl%ht 
Or herbs? ah ! beauty needs no magic aid t 
'Tis in Ihe thrilling touch, the kiss's lengthen'd baitt 



And lockjug anns, lies t'oided all the harm, m I 

Yet, be not to the youth, thou dao^rous fair, 
A tyrant ; the Etem look, and sullen charm, 
Venus reseats, remember and beware: 
Nor, tinless paid, refuse to lend an ear : 
Let dribbling age and grey-hair'd dotage south, 

With bribes, warm youth his frigid liinbs to bear ; 
Dearer than gold is he wliose polish'd mouth 
Shinegruddy,norembracinQ; wounds with chiu unsniooth. 

Join thy whil£ arms beneath his nei'k, and vile 

The treasuries of kin^ will seem to this ; 
Then wHl the goddess yielding thee beguile. 
And thy consenting boaom heave to his ; 
With dewy lips, contest each panting kiss; 
And stamp, with eager tooth, thy ivory neck ; — 

While, who deserted Uvea, enjoys no bliss ; 
Tho' gems and jewels with costly lustre deck, 
Cold is ber gorgeous bed, oof men to share it ceclt. 
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Passion too late, too late is youth call'd back, 

Alas ! when age has blanch'd the wrinkled head : 
Then arts delay the parting charms ; then black, 
Tinted 'with hazle bark, thin locks are spread. 
To hide their years ; the grey are seeo with dread. 
And, pluck'd up by the roots are cast away ; 

Then art excoriates the skin decay 'd. 
And clothes the cheeks anew : — you, while you may. 
Use the first season's prime, impatient of delay ; 

Nor longer torment Maralhus : what praise, 

A yoang man's heart with cruelty to subdue ? 
Reserye for grey-bearda, girl, thy barbarous ways ; 
Spare his eo tender breast I pray, to you 
Guiltless; — unless 'tis guilt to love too true ? 
Or Love has cast him of his softest clay '. 

Or these his melancholy plaints not few, 
Sad, and with tears, he often absent say ? 
" Why thus contemn fidelity ? no guards, but may 
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" Eventually be foird ; the god, if tliou 

Wish to deceive, himself directs the way. 
All Venus' sly machinery I know ; 

How the respiring breath may gentler play, 
And kiss be snatch'd, nor yet with sound betray ; 
I can unbar th' uncreaking door, and tread 

Unseen to thee, nor midnight's glooms delay ; 
But what avail my arts, tho* well they sped. 
If, by my pray'rs unmov'd, the girl forsake the bed ? 

*' Or fickle violate her plighted word, 

And leave me, thro' the long and watchful night, 
With all its gloomy, visionary herd, 

Now half persuaded of the f)urpos'd slight, 
Now fancying every sound her footstep light ?" — 
Cease, boy, thy tears ; for ruthless is her breast. 

And sore with weeping swell thy orbs of light. — 
Take heed, Pholoe ; pride the gods detest, 
And duller glow their fires, by prudes* incense oppressed 
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This very Marathus did taunt the swaius 

Wounded before, unconscious of the dart, 
Pois'd ready to inflict th' avenging pains ; 

And laugh'd at him whose tears betray'd his heart; 
Andy if in haste, would whisper him apart ; 
But now he hates such cruelty ; now sees, 

With look oblique, each gate and fastening hard ; — 
And thee will pangs seize too, unless thou cease 
Thy scorn; O then, how will this day's remembrance 
tease! 
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Why didst thou swear by all the gods to love, 

If thou didst mean to violate the league ? 
Ah, wretched girl ! altho' awhile above 

Thy sins be held a veil, drawn by intrigue ; 
Too sure its tiptoe pace shall steal the plague 
Of bitter justice. — Avenge not, ye pow'rs ! 

Not even ye doth it beseem, to drag 
Before your bar the lovely ones, whose hours 
Are spent in painless lies, tho' vouch 'd by heaven's tow'rs. — • 
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For gain, the careful fanner yokes his steers. 

And turns the clods resisting to the plough ; 
For gain, the star-conducted merchant bears 

The storms, nor thinks how frail the beaten prow ; 
For gain, my girl her favours could bestow : 
O quickly change, ye gods, the dangerous bait ! 

Let gems be dross, and gold a liquid flow ! 
Her soul corrupt what penalties await. 
Who suffers gifts love's purer joys to compensate ! 

May dust embrown the roses of her cheek ; 

And, on those ringlets that ensnare the hearty 
May the unsparing winds their fury wreak ! 

Your scorching influence, hottest suns, impart, 
And flery arrows on her bosom dart ! 
May fate ordain thro* sandy wastes to go, 

Till weak with toil her feet refuse to start ! 
How oft IVe said, thyself for gold bestow. 
And thy polluted form the curse of gold shall know ! 
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Whoe'er, by wealth's corrupt temptations won. 

Shall forfeit love's simplicity and truth, 
Offended Venus, zealous for her son. 

Shall scornful leave despised, in health and youth. — 
With torches sear my brow ; away fling ruth ; 
Pierce my paun'd body with th' avenging steel ; 
Stripe my torn back with livid wales uncouth ; 
Let ev'ry member pangs unwonted feel. 
If e'er in such a sacrilegious trade I deal ! 

Nor think, so cautious weigh'd the time and place. 

No eye shall see thy treasonable guilt ; 
Some god, who hates deceit, thy steps shall trace. 
And stare upon thee, falter as thou wilt ; 
Or, with th' unsteady cup, thy plans be spilt ; 
And thee thy servants, wretched bawd, betray ; 
Or all-dissolving sleep their hearts shall melt. 
And give to night what shame refused to day : — 
^fhis, this I've often said, and wept, I blush to say. 




Why did 1 weep? O, foolish, foolish tears t 

Why lie a willing victim at thy feet ? — 

Yet tliou didst swear, to dissipate my fears, 

No bribe should ever buy thee to deceit ;•' 

Nor carat's weight, nor gem for princes meet. 

No, not the fields with mantling vine-boughs bung, 

Falemum'a glory, Bacchus' chosen seat. 
O, what delusions vouch'd as true that tongue ! 
I'd hold the stars and lightning black, if so it sung. 

And struggling «lowly stray'd the silent tear. 

And I, meek simpleton, its progress stay'd ; 
What could'st thou more, if thou hadst been sincere 
O let my rival be inconstant made. 
And, copying thee, be all thy tricks repaid ! 
How oft I've been a pander to my shame, 

And, to be jilted, volunteer'd my aid. 
And lit my foe beneath a cousin's name i 
Nay, watch'd without to see that no intruder came. 

1^ 



What mad iiifaliiation sure was mine. 

To fit my instep to the net entangling ! 
But n'lio suspects perfidious design. 

Enticing beauty's dear and gentle handling? 
And not one grasp of sense my folly strangling, 
I iiang thy truth, and lauded thy devotion ; 
O, how I execrate the muses' dandling ! 
Catch, blaze, my shame; and whirl, with rapid motion, 
Ve streams, both verse and theme, enguiph them in the 

Away, ye venal fair, a specious show, 

Trick'd up, alluring to the eye of lust ; 
What boot the glances that ye sidelong throw ? 

Not e'en, for pleasure ; but for gain, ye thirst ; 
Nor wantnn, till ye've ^uclt the bai^imn first. — 
But thou, who boastest thy victorious gold. 

What meed to recompense thy conquest just t 
A stranger may thy wife's embraces fold ; 
I And to each ear, but thine, het \.viT\-i\V\\ie'ne vW*-"- 
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Nor with a single paramour content, 

May she to aU the pleasures of thy bed 
Extend, to thee as winter, nor relent, 

Deaf to endearment ; but herself upbraid. 
And tax with infidelities ne'er said ; 
And be thy doors notorious as the stews. 
Marked by each gay Lothario with red ; 
Her, than thy wanton sister, more abuse. 
And say, for love and wine, they know not which to 
choose ! — 

And yet unrivalFd is the latter dame 

To froth the goblet with untemper'd wine ; 
If lie not sly report, the dying flame 
Of Hesperus her orgies masculine 
Still views, abash'd not at its feeble shine : 
For who more vers'd in wantonness, or fraught 

With joys illicit, to consume the time ? 
Ask, ask thy modest consort by her taught, ' 
Who thinks thee dullest foo\ >\v^X. eset "^ony^jOLcaught-^ 
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Art thou so blinded, to suppose for thee 

Those shining locks dbparted to a hair? 
Or, ill each tortuous, wavy ringlet, see 
A kind anxiety to please her dear ? 
But how persuasive is that tender leer ! 
And bosom peering thro' a Tynan net; 

And arms' soft pressure, bound in golden gear ! 
"Us all mere cozenage ; " a house to let 
Rent-free and fumish'd," for each nameless passer set. 

And shall we blame her lust inordinate ? 

Tis not her fault ; for she is young and fair : 
Can taste with gouty members conjugate ? 
Or adolescence doat on piebald liair ?~ 
And can my giri so foul a monster bear ? 
Enchanting Venus may as soon entwine, 

And I believe it, an Hyrcanian bear. 
Forbear, insane, to give another mine I 
My kiss, my blisses will another dare purloin ? 
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But why th' ungrateful theme so long ponue? 
Some other fair shall bind me in her anns ; 
And hers, and my endearments, thou shalt view. 
And feel the triumphs of her haughty charms ; 
Then shalt diou weep, and know the heart's alarm 
No sentiment, but joy, thy pangs shall raise : 

I'll give deserving Venus golden palms. 
And write, *^ Tibullus from a wanton strays. 
And never back to conduct thee, O goddess, prays." 
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Who was the 6rst that drew the startling blade ? 

Iron was his soul, and all his feelings hate ! 
What direful vision its appearance made ! 

Then slaughter stalked abroad, with terror great; 
Conflict arose ; and men foredoomed their fate : 
Yet, let not the event condemn the plan ; 

Its scope was savage, not the human state : 
What first to pierce the prowling wolf began. 
To pierce himself converts self-homicidal maa. 
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Let gold, pernicious gold, eng^Yna the harm ; 

Tis gold that trumpets forth the warlike blast ; 

When beechen was the flagon, all was calm ; 

No hostile clangors hasten'd the repast ; 

No mound, no tow'r its threat'ning shadow cast; 

Then forth the gentle ram his harem led. 

O, how I envy those enjoyments past, 

Uimiix'd with gloomy images of dread. 

The trumpet's charging note, the dying and the dead ! 

But war hath rung its summons ; there I hie 

Reluctant; p'rhaps, to perish is my doom : 

Some fate-urged arrow to this breast may fly : 

Ye gods, whom serv'd my fathers, c!o»e the t 
A child when helpless, crawling in the room 
Beneath your feet, ye guarded me from ill ; 

Nor slight your vile material, box, or broom ; 
So better ye'll our confidence fulfil ; 
A wooden god beiits a cottage homely sill. 



Nor of a belter quality, or shape. 

My sires' guards iocorruptibly ye stood 
Unchanged; tho' more benignant, perhaps a grape. 
Or wreath of spiky ears, induced your mood ; 
The smallness of the gift show'd gratitude ; — 
Or p'rhaps some ampler wUh, or heartfelt more, 
With lai^er compensation, paid the good, — 
A cake himself the good man placed before. 
And, next, a honeycomb the modeat daughter bote. 

My hearth's dear guardiaus, bear away these arms ; 

These brazen arms that terrify ray soul ! 
So, to confess my quieted alarms, 

My fattest porker at your feet shall roll, 
No worthless sacrifice presented whole ; 
This too I'll follow, in my whitest robe, 

A myrtle branch shall be my forehead's cowl ; 
The boxes, where thy rites no hand must probe, 
A myrtle branch shRll bind : look kindly from above ! 
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Adopt some other more courageous son, 
O Mara, and deck in panoply of war ; 
His be the lot in martial fields to nio. 

And single out the chief he deema his par 
Be mine, to listen to his deeds afar, 
And toast his magnified achievements told; 

What skill to act, what skill invents to mar. 
With wine-dipp'd finger, on the boards unfold : 
One table, men, hills, towns, the entire campaign hold 

Why such ado to summon hideous death ? 

He's here ; yet not a creak his presence speaks t 
No cheerful fields of corn and vines beneath ; — 

But dauntless Cerberus ; — the oar which streaks 

The Stygian lake, and the drear silence breaks;— 

A crowd beside the gloomy billows roam, 

All singed their bristled hair and fleshless cheeks;-^ 
Than these how happier far, in humblest home, 
la he whose duteous <ione for sluggish age atone [ 



To these his tender latnbkins he assigns, 
The lai^r flock he makes liis proper care, 

Nor, tlio' his toil produce Ieu^ drops, repiaes ; 
The bath his body's weakness will repair. 
Ah ! were I he, so hoary white my hair. 

To tell the mightier feats of younger days ! 

Peace meanwhile guard the acres I Peace so fair, 

Who coax'd the ploughing ox the yoke to raise, 

The bended yoke, and trace the furrows' even ways. 

Twas Peace that cuird the vine, the swelling grape 
Impregn'd with sweetness, bade the season'd tun. 
Perennial spring, with 6aaures never gape, 

But, as it cbeer'd the sire, cheer the son ; 
In peace, the ploughshare and the hay-foi'k one 
Bright Eispect wear; — but war's rash weapons sweep. 

Alt, and spread dimness where the soldiers come ; — 
No nistics fair-dismiss'd fiom waggons pe^, 
With smilii^ fiices, while the fuddled drivers sleep. 
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And dream of happier wars, by Veous led; 

Or, disappoiated, urge the trembling lass, 
Who mourns her rumpled dress, or locks bespread 

UoBigbtly, far remov'd th' adjusting glass; 

Or, fierce with passion, the held portal pass : 
How weeps the fair her efTorts impotent I 

Himself weeps, too, the rage-inspired ass. 
And wonders at his ire on beauty spent; 
While Love malicious sits and smiles, on mischief bent, 



And each with wordy ammuDition plies, 

A wicked urchin, and inflames the fray. — 
Flint, iron is he, whom disarm not bright eyes ; 
He'd beard the gods in conclave and dismay, 
Who dares on woman Impious hauda to lay ! 
Enough, to tear the fragile robe to shreds, 

And cast Dd channs reluctant fallen day ; 
Enough, the silken hair unseemly spreads 
Her shoulders, lat« so smooth ; enough, thy wradi Ai 
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And sobbing hides her pity-calling face : 

Ah ! fortunate, thrice fortunate the swain, 
Who to himself the precious drops can trace ! 
Whom to displease awakes the tender pain ! 
Affection 'wakes ; but violence in vain. — 
Away, rude soldier; thine's a fiercer chief; 

Venus counts not such followers in her train ; 
The spear, the cudgel thine. — Sweet Peace, be brief; 
With fruit-heap'd vest and wheaten sceptre, bring relief. 
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ELEGY I. 

Favour, attendant deities 1 our work, 

The due lustration of our lambs and com ; — 
So did our fathers ; — and the rites, which lurk 
Remov'd in fur tradition, bid return : 
Come, Bacchus, come, hung pendant from each horn , 
The juicy cluster, with wheat-fashion'd crown ; 

Ceres, our rural circles^ too, adorn ; 
No sounds shall drive ye from the hallowed down : 
Rest, soil ; rest, swain ; no work, but piety's alone ! 
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And be thy cares suspended wilh thy share, 

UDchaia the joke, and bid the ox rejoice, 
Ungrudg;ing to the stall a banquet bear ; 

A hungry stomach suits not garland choice : 
The god denies hia ear to labour's voice ; 
So all be hush'd, no daring hand preaur 

To weigh the wool, or 'wake the spindle's Doise ; 
Keraove, each breast impure ! the altar's fume 
Touch not, who wanton'd yesternight ; ye'll rue it soon ' 

The gods delight alone in bosom chaste, 

And robes with purity the thoughts inspiring : 
To bring pure water, hands unsullied, haste ; 
Lo ! the devoted lamb disdains retiring, 
Tho' bright the flame the sacred faggot firing t 
Lo! the fair train, their locks in verdant wreath 
Of olive bound, behind, the scene admiring! 
Gods of the rural world, propitious breathe 
On SODS and soil thy own, lest evil lurk beneatlt 1 — 
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The sooty ear, that taints the golden hope ; 

The weed, that vig'roua chokes the tender shoot ; 
The fear-impeded lamb, that would elope 

From the strange terrors of the larger brute. — 
Then waxen generous shall the fanner suit 

The blazing fire to the promised store ; 

And troops of honsehold slaves give symptom mute, 

In pastimes and a decorated door, 

That plenty cheers alike the master and the boor. 

Such, are our pcay'rs : O lend, blest pow'rs, an ear ! 

See, how appeased heav'n accepts the deed, 
And bids its will the quiv'ring entrails bear ! 

To light, Falernian draught, in gloom buried I 
And let its grateful smoke of consul's reed 
Oft broken tell ; the Chinn cask unchain ; 

And all to happiness the goblet lead ! 
Nor blush that toasts the holiday proclaim ; 
On suck a day, the feet's meanders bring no shame. 
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A bumper tn Messala ne'er foi^et ; 

And three ; aye, three times three, his absence tell : 
Mesaala, Aquitania conquer'd, great ! 

Messala, great from boaours ancestral ! 
Come hither, and my tardy thoughts impel ! 
Which fain would please the rural deities. 

Whose influence benignant taught to quel). 
With better food than what the oak supplies. 
Rebellious hunger. — At first, to th' uncertain skies 

Expos'd, the wicker hut they taught to spread 

With beams, and cover ; taught th' untoward steer 
Toil and distasteful servitude to wed ; 

And bade th' revolving wheel the axle bear : 
■ The beasts from arts' dominion disappear ; 

I Then, was the apple sown ; the garden's site 

I Drank free the morning's fertilizing tear ; 

I And golden grapes refresh'd the gazer's sight, 

I Or crush 'd, a teropcr'd draught, became a new deltgbt 
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With waving grain ihe breeze-fan n'd country moves ; 

Its yellow locks disposes the fair ground, 
An annual present ; thro' the country roves 

The restless bee, and probes each flow'r around, 
And fills his hive nitfa treasur'd nectar found, 
Stni^ling unwearied till each cup o'erflows ; 

Tlic fanner, now complete each shallow mound. 
By plough upturu'd, the long-ui^'d toil foregoes. 
And hisglad heart in songs, not harsh, tho' artless, shows : 

Theu takes his meal, tho' daintiless, not scant. 

And warbles on his oaten pipes some lay. 
Rehearsing, p'rbaps, a hymn of pious cant. 

To sing the full-trimm'd goda, some holiday. 
The farmer, Bacchus, first the rustic play. 
His cheeks with ochre smear'd, to rustics taught, 
And bade the faltering chorus lead the way ; 
I Nor did his entertainment gather nought ; 
I Applauses raug ; and sheep, or goat, a second htowi^V. 
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From country plains the youth cuU'd vernal Row'rs, 

And platted a tiara soon to fade, 
And bore it to his health's protecting pow'rs ; — 
From country plains, in lucid fleece array'd. 
Just wash'd the choicest of the flock display 'd, 
To damsels taught to prize it, the swain's care ; 

Nor sEit a mere spectatress, the meek maid ; 
Her task, the distaff and the spindle were. 
And on the oft-tum'd work the pressing thumb to b( 

Not silent ; one, amidst the earnest toil. 

And arts Minerva taught, speeds the slow time, < 
With nature's music : then, will loud turmoil, ^ 

LThe rest applaud the ditty and the rhyme, i 
And rattling instruments an accord join.— 
Ungovernable boy, the god of love 
Was born, they say, among the flocks and kiiie, , 
And where unshodden mares unbridled rove, , 

And on ihem first began his temper'd bow to pre 
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Alas, my wounded heart ! 'tis tempered nice, 
Nor with unskilful hand the arrows placed. 
Nor aim'd at cattle, as at erst, they rise ; — 

By them the maiden's purest dream's eras'd. 
And to resisting man an arch is traced : 
See, how the youthful victim tosses, sore. 

His useless wealth ; and e'en the senior haste, 
Touch'd by this bowman, to th' unopen'd door 
Of sovereign woman, some unmanly plaint to pour. 

Guided by Cupid, he the only guide. 

The girl beside her keepers tries to steal. 

To greet some youth, when shades her blushes hide 

Yet, how she stands on hesitating heel ! 

How her streteh'd arms the darken'd passage feel ! 

Ah, wretched they who unrequited sigh ! 

And happy he, whose eloquent appeal 

Is sigh'd on by the god, in sympathy ! 

O come, and crown our feast ; but lay thy arc<w%Vs^^ 

o 
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And far, O far thy scotcliing flambeau bear 
It glares, and seems to lighten to mislead 
To Cupid ever-woTshipp'd rend the air ; 

And call him for your flocks, nor loudness heed. 
But each, m whisper'd voice, for his own need 
Yet, wherefore such dissimulation now ? 

The seething flagon suits an open deed ; 
Rise, and the god's ask'd influence allow : — 
Hark, the glad acclamation ! to the god the; bow. 

The winding horn, the Phrygian's noisy boast. 
With many an echo bids the roof resound ; 
Sport, aud of short-liv'd pleasure make the most ! 
Lo I from the East night's sable coursers boun^ 
And, one by one the gath'riug stars around, 
Shed beams effulgent; chief the star of love, i 

She, with bright diadem, their sov'reign crown'dsi 
On all his dusky wings sleep soon shall move, ■ 

vlnd, o'er the seuKs hush'd, dreams' shadowy r 
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Our natal day appears ; — no compliment ! 

But open bosom on the altar pour 

Words heart-inspir'd ; let man, or maid present, 

I Shout one responsive Amen, and no more ! 

Suspicion taints a sentiment conn'd o'er : 

Now let frankincense sweeten the pure flame, 

^i And all the scents of Araby's sweet shore ; 

My Genius shall confess his honour'd name, 

^ And mark, with grateful eye, a wreatViVvvi^Voc^u&'c^^^sc^^ 
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And snuff the unadulterated nard, 

Distilling on his brows no fragrance mean, 
Receive his hallow'd cake not small, nor hard. 
And revel in the wine bowl's copious stream. 
O ask, while looks benevolently beam ! 
Now ask, Cerinthus ! what you wish he'll give ; 

Nor falter bashful : what you wish, I ween, 
That chaste to thee thy darling spouse may live ; — 
Yes ; now, the gods thy tremulous request receive. 

To compensate for this, thy wish most dear^ 

Whatever fields, throughout the world's vast spac 
Are lin'd with furrows by the vig'rous steer. 
Whatever gems the happy Indus grace. 
Or where the eastern waves a red path trace. 
Would weigh as nothing in thy honest scale. 
Be happy ; lo ! assent the heav'nly race : 
See, thro' the air Love's flutt'nng pinions sail, 
Aad to thy faithful cousoit golden fetters trail ! 
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Fetters, that shall press with slightest touch, 

Inedible by Time's all-gnawing tooth ; 
Yes ; fetters, (how elsewhere shall we find such ?) 
That shall not even disappear with youth ; 
But, with slow age and wrinkles, hold their truth, 
Nor yet grow rusty with the whitening hair. 

O natal day, we supplicate, in sooth, 
Unnumber'd visits ; may a grandsire hear 
His sons' sons bid thee liail, and sport when thou art near ! 
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Mt girl the country and a cottage hold ; — 
Cerinthus, who can tarry now in town ? 
Some iron wretch whose very blood is cold ; 

For, lo ! the love-compelling queen's a rustic groi 
And smiling fields her gladd'ning prefleiice< 
And wicked Cupid, her sole retinue, 
Is a new alphabet, by ploughmen 
O might I but my soul's dear despot 
How should the fat tenacious soil m 




I 



Or followiog slow the bullocks' sterile team, 

And crooked plough, pTeciirsive of the seed, 
How well I'd imitate a tanner's mien ! 

Nor, the' th' unwonted eun my brows imbead, 
Or blisters wound my tender fin^rs, heed. — 
Apollo, beauteous Apollo, lov'd, 

And from Amatus' flock turn'd, pale with dread ; 
How unavailing unclipp'd tresses prov'd ! 
How useless lute! no potent herbs hia cares remov'd : 

Love, the renown'd physician, physic gave, 

And triumph'd o'er the secrets of his art. 
To plat the null, his relaxation grave ! 
A basket's form to osiers to impart, 
Where beams, thro' peeping crannies, feebly dart ! 
How oft, we learn, ihe twin diytnity,* 
With shame grew i^adek •■ ta weekly n 
paring a calf, iht !■* 
How ul'l^ii 
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Broke, with their lowing, the presumptubus lieid ! 

How oft the oracles the statesmen sought. 
When i^ook the commonwealth by ruin scared, 

And, from the empty tonples, furthered nought, 
The crowd retnm'd, perplex'd with anxious thought ! 
How oft, Latona, for the sacred hair 

Neglected sigh'd ! so charming once it caught 
A stepdame's eye ; for who, undecked with care, 
Ck)uld see those brows and locks, nor ask where Phoebss' 
were? 

O Phoebus ! swum is floating Delos hence ; 

Elsewhere transferr'd the Pythian Delphi's site : — 
Strange transformation, proud magnificence 
Is shrunk diminish*d to a hovel's height! 
Love recks nor nortal, nor immortal plight ; 
When the fair queen of ever-blooming charms 

Displayed her slaves, th' eternal gods, to sight. 
They felt no shame ; whom shame such snowy arms ? 
Now ke*s a jest, yet moie adox*d, ^vcvcfe>Qft».\s\?j ^«x^. 



Whoe'er thou art, whose melajicholy air 

Marks thee a subject of tlie tyrant Love, 
Hither, our home thy camp, thy footsteps bear ; — 
This iron age do soft emotions move ; 
These, without spoil, they blush not to reprove ; 
Yet spoil, their passion, falls not without pain ; 

By spoil inflam'd, embattled armies strove: 
Hence blood and anguish; hence Death's winged train; 
Nor these enough : for spoil, they crimson e'en the main. 

And arm the fragile ship with brazen beak, 

And to the tempest's threats add (hose of war : 
To hold unmeasur'd plains the spoilers reck, 

And trace their countless folds on hills afar; 
Or marble quarry, hewn by foreigner, 
T' exhaust, t' enlai^ the thousand coluntn'd host 

Of porch Hnd fane, till noise and tumult mar 
The country's hoasted quiet, in town lost ; 
Or line, with pier and jetty firm, the ocean-usurp'dcQa**.-, 
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Where safe the fish may mock the wiotry storm. — ■ 

A legs expensive taste, my friend, is thine. 
To leugtben oat the wit-dash'd cup till mom. 
And bide the Samiaa's purple cascade sbine 
FnHn barrel bor'd, or dip as generous wine 
From earthen well, by wheel Cumanian turn'd. — 

Ah ! ah ! I see the lovely arms entwine 
Eager! What? bags of gold— -theii wages earn'd 
Venus would sell them now, if she Tor riches buro'di 1 

How, in the pomp of luxury array'd, 

Should Nemesis, if here, be envy's gaze. 
And thro' th' admiring town, my cost, parade ! 

Her dress the lucid robe that charms displays: 
Such weaves, and threads the artificial maze 
With interwoven gold, the Chian maid : 

An Indian train, in whom the nearer blaze 
or Sol's bright car each tighter tint bade fade. 
And (juench'd in suble, should enhance her 
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The Afric red, the Tyrian piiq)k dye, 

For her should enmlous unfdd their hues ; 
Why should I Uush in beauty's chains to lie, 

For which, their kingdoms kings content would lose; 
lis no inyented tale ; there are who choose 
Spontaneous bondage, tho' anointed heads : — 
But what to me a baib'rous monarch's woes ? 
O cruel Ceres ! who from city leads 
My Nemesis, may damps consume thy shootless seeds ! 

And thou, O tender Bacchus, who the vine. 

The pleasant vine, hath planted, O retire 

From the lake's borders, consecrated thine ! 

Nor longer think to hide our soul's desire. 

Dear beauteous woman, in a common's mire, 

'Midst waving boughs, a. melancholy shade ; 

Than meet, thy costly juice thou ratest higher : 
Perish the fields ; but give me back my maid ; 
And take from oak and stream what antique stomach staid! 
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The simple ed^ of aulique appetite 
■ The acorn tum'd i no passion rais'd but quell'd j 
Nor, if repaid not toil the furrow quite, -4^ 

A surly peasant's luxury rebell'd ; | 

Prom none his pleasures lib'ral love withheld; 
The shady valley was an open bed ; i| 

Then gentle Venus no advance repell'd ; 
No guard, no gate, the giftless lover's dread ; 
O that the fates allow'd such customs seen, not rea4i 



Why art thou feir ? why in soft dishabille ? 

To roe, if ugliness herself, the same. 
And shrouded in an Asiatic veil ; 

If bair'd, or absent, is the willing dame, 
What boots her loosen'd robe's uugirdled t 
Ah 1 sighful wretch, to vassalage assign 'd < 

) ,. ,,i ,.,, ■ .. I, ,r, , . . : ..I I.. _,.| she'll deign, 
111 . ii> the hind, 

I* • d« my recompense to fl 
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Yes slavery is mine, a tyrant fair: - 

Farewell the freedom from my sires deriv'd ! 
Yet, slaves their chains with melancholy wear ; 
Can I look gay, aiid have the fastenings riv'd, 
p Not lock'd ;— of all release by love deprived ? 

Ah, cruel mistress, quench that torturing flame ! 

I bum, I burn, 'tisl)arb*rously contrived — 
My merits', and offences' meed the same ! 
ir' Gan leal deserve no better recompense than \^a.uv^. 



thai niy bosom's agony were o'er ! 
I'd be a wolf, and prowl ou ridges cold, 

Or stand a threat'ning breaker on the shore. 

The wild winds' mark, and frown, as billows roll'd ! 
But now no hour is unexpected toll'd ; 
Bitter the day, aud bitterer the night ; 

Eve, mom the same ; the very dew is gall'd ; 
If, calling on Apollo, thoughts take flight. 
In hollow palm, the whip recalls me from my height. 

Away, ye iUusea, if ye -sing not love. 

And soften the tormentors of our hearts ! 

1 call'd ye not, war's graceless strings to move. 

Or teach, in numbers, scientific arts ; — 
How life and heat the sun to all imparts, 
As irav'lling to and fro' his annual march ; 

How backward from the goal the courser starts, 
Check'd by the moon, and runs from orb to arch ; — 
Not these, but inlets to my fair, I bid ye search. 



II' undiscDver'd some, ye bliDd, adieu ! — 
1 must assail the massy gat£B with fire, 
Thro' slaughter thrust my off"ring to her view ; 
For who can tamely in the porch expire. 
The wretched sport of uarelentiiig ire ? 
No, e'en the deities shall rue my rage, 

Stripp'd by my daring hand of their attire ; 
But Venus chief, who didst to ill enga^, 
And gavest a greedy bride ; — war,_war, with her I'll wage ! 



O cursed hand that stoop'd for em 'raid green, 
Or dipp'd the snowy fleece in Tyrian dye ! 

These, and the Coan robe transparent seen. 
First drew the dazzled lust of female eye. 
And pearls which, shell-held in the red sea, lie: — 

These drew the bolt ; for these, the watch-dog howl'd ; 

These—the sad causes of the lover's sigh : 

To pass these sent'nels, you must shake some gold ; 

Then bolts fly back themselves, and wagging curs make 
bold. 
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Whoever gave a form, and s^Nrinkled charms 

O'er a celestial miser's liming face, 
Spoil'd all the over-balanc'd good with harms ; 
To this we wailing and contention trace, 
And wherefore Love's divinity 's disgrace : — 
But thou, who durst exclude a faithful swain. 

Because with will his fortune keeps not pace, 
O see thy gains the prey of winds and flame. 
And to enjoy the conflagration drawn a train 

Of youths, whose merits dimm'd what feeds the blaie. 

Who bear no pails to quench the grateful fire ! 
And, when Death does his missless trident raiie. 
May with thy breath no kindred sighs exfure. 
Nor heavy hand arrange the tearless P3nne ! — 
While she, whom worth disinterested mov*d, 

Tao' numb'ring birthdays than a cent'ry higher. 
Shall, in her ashes, feel the tear she lov'd, 

m 

Nor changing with the hair, attachment tender prov'd. 
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For one, with silver locks^ shall pace her tomb, 

And con the register of fleeting bliss. 
Then place his annual wreath of choicest bloom, 
And lingering sigh : '' O rest in quietness I 
O tender, Earth, such tender features press !'' — 
I speak the truth ; but what does truth avail ? 

She, legislatress sole, the laws doth dress, 
And we must square qvac aetions by their pale. 
And, if beyond our sine's estate, cut off th' entail ; — 

Gods, ail and ev'ry, to. the hammer bring, 

Nor linger on possessions once our own.-— 
Whatever herbs on banks Thessalian spring. 
Concoct with potent machinations, known 
To magic Circe, and Medea, alone ; 
Or, stronger yet, the fierce Hippomanes, 

In raging mares a lustful token shown ; — 
Nay, Nemesis, mix thousands, if you please. 
And do but kindly look, I'll drain the very lees, 

H 
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O Ph(ebus, lend an ear ! thy holy bounds 

A priest noviciate approaches now ; 
Come thou^ with songs, and harp's elastic sounds. 
Nor think unmeet thy thumb to cords to bow, 
Nor thine, my humble praises disavow; 
But come thyself, at thine own rites assist. 

And bound with laurel thy triumphant brow ; 
While by the flame the sprinkled mcense *% kiss'd, 
O, fair and shining, come, the host himself, not gneit' 
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Now, from your choicest wardrobe choose the best, 

Some folded garment kept for holiday. 
And be, with minute art, thy tresses dress'd ; 
Such, and so glorious, as to Jove, they say. 
Thou sai^st his might, when Saturn ran away. 
In fate's mysterious book, thou'rt deeply read. 

And to the augur dost a leaf display, 
Borne by the prescient bird ; or good, or bad, 
The lot's from thee ; thro' thee, the aruspex is sad. 

Or cheerful, as the slipp'ry entrails fall ; 

Thou prompting, never did the Sibyl draw 

Our sires to doubt, with ambages, at all. 

But sang, on tott'ring feet, a lucid law. 

O Phoebus, Messalinus what she saw 

Instruct to see, and touch the sacred page, 

Enlighten'd by the prophetess, with awe. 

She gave ^neas when, in distant age. 

He snatch'd his sire and gods from elemental rage, 

h2 
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And little thought that Rome would raise her head, 

Aa he afar survey'd the fiery sea, 
That heav'd o'er Ilion its billow red ; i 

For, then, no Romulus, by fate's decree. 
Eternal fix'd, and bade the city be, 
And rais'd the wall that Remus never strode ; 

Bui, o'er the grass luxuriant, wanton'd free 
The herd imprinting the Palatian sod. 
And hutsdeform'dwhere shines thebest, the greatest godi 

And Pan, with milk-stain'd lips, attun'd the reed. 

Under the chequer'd shadows of the oak ; 
A wooden Pales, guardian of the mead. 

Owed shape and features to agrestic hook ; 
And, with the branch, the herdsman's off 'ring shodci 
A pipe suspended to the wood-bom pow'rs ; — 

A pipe which sounds from tubes diminish'd took, 
And join'd with wax the reed of amaller bore ; — 
Then was the little raft impell'd by clumsy oar. 



BOOK II. ELSGY V. 101 

Against the carrent guarding the green spot, 
Its freight some damsel, depated to greet. 
On holiday, some ampler herd's despot. 

Where Velahram extends a soft retreat. 
Not empty-handed ; sportively her feet 
A milk white lamb, that shar'd her heathy bed, 

licks ; lo ! a cheese, the great man's present meet. — 
'* O iSneas indefatigable, bred 
From one celestial dame, with Love's unfix'd godhead, 

" Lo, the Laorentine fields, assign'd by Jove ! 

Lo, the kind land thee, and thy lost gods, hails ! 
There, shall they worship thee, a god above, 

When from Numician waves thy soul exhales. 
How hov*ring Vict'ry courts thy tatter'd sails ! 
And Juno's fierce divinity appeas'd, 

With smiles, at length, the Trojan ranks regales : 
Lo ! flames the Rutuli's bright tents have seiz'd. 
And Death stops Tumus meditating flight> well-pleas'd ! 
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'^ Now, rise Laurentine camps, Lavinian walls. 

And Longa Alba, by Ascanius built : 
Thee too I see, who to Man pleasing fella, 
A pleasing victim : — Ilia, thy guilt 
Already in the dybg fires' rereal'd. 
Forgetting not — forgotten chastity. 

And vestal garland trodden on and spoilt : 
Lo, scattered here and there, neglected lie. 
On Tibur's reedy banks, the arms of deity ! 

'^ Ye lowing heifers, crop the rankling blade. 

That clothes the seven hills, while time allows ; 
Your pastures shall a mighty town invade ! 

Rome, how thy name its endless shadows throws 
O'er ev'ry realm, which fate subjected bows I 
Wherever Ceres her own fields surveys ; 

Where first the portals of the day unclose. 
To where the waters quench its downward blaze. 
And tir'd, in pleasant streams, himself the courser hj 
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" TheD renovated Troy ehall glorious rise, 

And ask if truly 'lis herself again, 
And her past saviout hail with grateful cries. 

Whose prude-nt foresight dragg'd her thro'tlie main. — 
Tis truth 1 sing ; if falsehood be the strain, 
Let holy laurels wither at my touch, 

And vii^in purity confess its stain." — 
Thus Bung the Prophetess, and calL'd, to vouch, 
Phcebus, and hid her face, in hair diahevell'd much. 

The presages concurrence verified. 

Which Amalthea and Mermessia sung, 
Hermophile, by Phcebus sweetly eyed ; 

Written, besides, upon the sacred fold 
Of parchment lots, which bore, thro' Tibur, bold 
Albuua, and preserv'd in bosom dry ; — 

Who doubts, where all unvaried witness hold. 
That, herald of disast'rous war, on high 
A comet's tail should stream, and atones fall from the alc.'j. 
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And trumpet's sound, and clai^ of armouiy, 
Affiright the quiet of the starry sphere ? — 
Contemporaneous with the prophecy. 

The holy groves retreats resounded hear ; 
A rayless sun shed terror on that year. 
And Sol's pale coursers felt a darkened yoke ; 

Jove*8 statues shone with many a tepid tear ; 
The awful silence unwont prophets broke. 
And bulls tum'd oracles, in vocal nambers spoke. 

Such things were once ; to be, we trust, no more, 

Apollo reconciled shall write in heav'n. 
And, by the fiercest wave that beats the shore. 
Those mind-appalling prodigies be driv'n ! — 
A joyful omen's at the altar giv'n. 
When the burnt laurel crackles in the flames. 

And good luck thro' the whole year scatters ev'n :— 
Hurra ! the laurel cracks ; rejoice, ye swains ! 
With heavy ears of com v?\VV Cet^% load your plains; 
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Andy ignorant of past and woes to come. 

The careless peasant shall the vintage press. 
While o'er the vat the swelling juice shall run ; 
The herdsman gay for feasts Palilian dress. 
And, flush'd with Bacchus, sing his thoughtlessness. 
Approach not^ then, ye wolves, the crowded pen ; 

For, lo! tho' drunken, occupied no less, 
He lights a sudden conflagration, when 
The stubble hill^s complete, and leaps amid the flame ! 

And, thro* the hazards of her labour borne, 

The mother shall embrace a new-born care ; 
A sturdier son the father's knees adorn. 
Who fearless seizes him by either ear. 
Secure his smacking lips will pardon bear ; 
Nor then the stooping grandsire shall disdain 
To watch the slumbers of a grandchild dear. 
Or waking teach it how to lisp his name. 
And, in its sports, be led to infancy again. 
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Then shall the graceful youth make holiday. 

The verdant turf their bench and festive board, 

Where, with the breeze, the soften'd shadows play 

Of hollow tree, whose arms still leaves afTord ; 

Or steal an apron, tied with wreath for cord, 

And stretch a shade, and crown the frothing bowl ; 

Or break in parties, and each choose a lord 
To rule the cups, till liquor mocks control. 
Till oaths affright tlie lass be blesses in his soul. 

Nor unregarded is the angry phrase ; 

She pouts, he sober memory denies. 
Or on the wine's mad genius the blame laya. — 
O Phcebus, take la better part our cries, 
Which call for love, yet deprecate bis eyes 
Aiming too sure, and curse his shafts and bow '. 
We fain would thrill, with love, not agonize : 
When twangs the string, alas ! alas ! we know ; 
I chief, whose wouitd is fresh, tho' stung a year a| 
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I tear the bandages, and bless the sore, 

Tho' scarce can sing my Nemesis for pain, 
Without whose face my fancy cannot soar, 

Without whose name the metre hobbles lame : 
But thou, since poets gods' protection claim. 
Forbear the sacred bard, girl, to oppress ; 
Loosen the string, at Messalinus' name. 
And let me peeans to his triumph dress. 
Where spoils and conquered towns his chariot's speed 
make less ; 

While the glad vet'ran lifts his aspect proud, 
And laurel bears, wild laurel, in his hand. 

And, << 16, Triumph !" shouts in thunders loud : 
Then, my Messala's pious love unmann'd. 
Shall soften, with himself, the martial band, 

A father's silent homage to a son. 

O Phcebus, o'er our heads, auspicious stand ; 

So, of thy shining locks be clipp'd not oti<&) 
And keep, thy boast,. a sister cYiaa\je as ^^>oe^x\\ 
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The campy the martial camp, doth Macer seek ; 

What will become of tender Love forlorn ? 
Will he enlist too ? and his little neck 

Make black and blue, with belt and halbert bonu 
All, rather than his prey from him be torn, — 
He'll manly stand the tug of wind and tide. 

Nor budge an inch, tho' by long marches worn, 
A pigmy warrior at his comrade's side : 
Yes, punish him, dear bo^, vrho from thy peace roii 
wide, 
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And leaves barbarian thy calmy sweets ; 

March back the lost recruit to his first flag, 
Where shame the pale deserter scoffing greets : — 
But, if behind the troop thy footsteps lag, 
And arms deter thee like the baying stag, 
^ch slave will doff his drudgery for arms, 

I too will seek the camp, no more thy fag : — 
O Venus, now adieu ; adieu the charms 
Of beauties ; now I'm strong ; my soul the bugle warn 

Big words ; but ah! an effervescent boast ; — - 

The sullen doors, against intrusion bair'd, 
Have my loud speaking to a whisper forced. 

How oft I've sworn to shun the threshold hard. 
And, spite of oaths, my feet point hitherward ! 
O painful Love, would that thy shafts were blunt. 
And extinct, flambeau, for my torment flar'd ! 
Still dost thou wantonly thy victim hunt. 
Till mad he loads his soul with blasphenues unwont. 



My desp'rate hand were arni'd against my life, 
But hope delusive flatteringly gooUib, 

And with th' eternal morrow turns the knife,— 

The still-improving morrow, which all smeothi;— 
To-morrow, whose bright hope fills farmers' mouthy, 

Trusting their seeds to the fair-looking clay, 
Nor, for their usury, take bonds or oaths ; — 

'TIS hope nets birds — allures the finny prey 

To baited hook ; — 'tis hope that cheers the captive's way, 

Aad, tho' chains clank, he whistles as he goes : — 

Hope promis'd me that Nemesis was kind ; 
But she the note to flames, for payment, throws. 
Ah me ! too cruel damsel, change your mitid ; 
Hope's a divinity, displeas'd, yoall End 1 
Be merciful, I pray, by those dear bones 

lliat once a sister claim'd, snatch 'd hence untim'd; 
So nndisturb'd may rest, nor hear my groans, 
The little virgin, tmderneath the dust she owns. * 
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And that small spot to me shall be a shrine, 

And gifts shall mark the consecrated bound, 
And garlands freshened with my eyelids' brine ; 
Where driven from thy presence may be found 
The pflgrim, suppliant on the honoured ground ; 
There, to her speechless ashes, 111 complain, 

TiXL touch'd to hear for thee my grief resound. 
And her sought patronage invoked in vain. 
Shell bid thee lay aside that silent, cold disdam ; 

Lest her indignant ghost avenge the slight, 

And l»eaJlie its scaring j^antoms o'er thy rest ; 
Or thee, in person, terrify by night, 

Tuniing heart-chOl'd to feel thy pillows press'd. 
Such as she fell, all blood her form and vest, 
From window high, and sought th' infernal boat : — 

I wave the subject ; lest again molest 
Those renovated griefs, almost forgot ; — 
I'll be my mistress' scorn, ere she shall weep a jot. 
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Besides, those eyes, with ai^uments replete. 

Shaming our tongue, it were a aia to fill ;— 
And, as she looks, the girl would be as sweet, 
Did act a bawd besieging clog her will : 
Phryne's the bawd, whose arts the wretched kiU, 
Who, in her secret bosom, to and fro', 

Bears the long lettei undiacoYer'd still. 
Oft pausing, I the dulcet echoes know, 
And try the door again ; and yet, the wretch says " No." 

Oft when my girl has pledg'd a blissful night, 

Phryne, my passion thwarting, illness feigus, 
Or terror conjures up my hopes to blight : — 
Then my lost mind to Uaxcy gives the r&ns, 
I As who this night her favour'd choice obtains, 

I And whither driven in wild Love's career : — 
I Phryne, all ill I wish thee ; feel my pains, — 

W Or if a thousandth part I do not care, — 
I You'll feelingly confess, at last the gods can hear. 
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ELEGY I. 



Mars' joyful Kalends come, — a Roman treat, — 

That usher'd to our sires th' auspicious year. 
And friendship hastes, in splendid pomp, to greet, 
With gifts, the objects to his heart most dear ; 
Each court is thronged ; the streets all stir appear : 
O tell, ye lib'ral nine, what yeVe to grace 
Neeera dear, if mine ; if not, still dear : 
The greedy, gold ; a verse the fair in face 
Delight : a verse IH send, since gold would charms de- 
base. 
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And be the snowy volume closely bound. 

In yellow roll of parchment envelope, 

And let its glossy surface smooth be found ; I 

Each roughness filed by pumice to a slope, I. 

The writer's name still peering at the top, i 

And painted ends, enroU'd with double front; — I 

For so beseems, where elegance the scope. 
Oo, now, ye authors of this work, who haunt 
Castaliau shades, and sit by the Pierian font ; 

I 

Go, and this polish'd little book present, i 

Just OS it is, — no tint, or freshness flown, — i 

And she'll refer, if still the flame's unspent ' 

Of mutual lore ; if waning, let her own ; 

If quite extinguish 'd and its rapour gone : I 

Happy, if, by her fires, were measur'd mine ! I 

But first profoundest homage to her sbown, 1 

Let compliment all %ucative shine ; k 

Then add in humblest tone, the words I uadenini 
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" Chaste Neser', a husband late, a brother now, 
Hath sent thee this ; and, tho' a trifle, prays 
Acceptance, and your credence to his vow, 

(Both which most humbly at your feet he lays,) 
That dearer, than his own heart's blood, he weighs 
Your welfare, whether sister, or his spouse : 

Yet more, much more, the latter title sways ; 
Nor will he this name's hope delicious lose. 
Till, caird by gloomy Dis, he feels the Stygian dews." 
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Whoe'er so barbarous to part a pair ; — ' 
From maidy youth cherished ; or, from youth 
maid; — 
Had iron heart ; nay, hard was he to bear. 
If bear he co\ild the struggle, nor invade 
The boundaries of life, desperate made, 
His bosom's choicest treasure reft and gone : 

Such firmness is not mine ; the snail-pac'd aid 
Of patience tallies not with my nerves' tone ; 
Sorrow, with me, weeps not ; but raves, a maniac 
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I blush not truth t' acknowledge, and declare 

My life is wearisome, in wantmg thee, 
Aad gladly I'd lay down its load of care ; 

Therefore, when chang'd — and chang'd I soon shall be 
From solid flesh to shadow substance-free ; — 
And ashes grey shall moss my bleachen'd bones, 

Let Neaara, aspect-sadden'd, visit me. 
And pour, beside my ember'd pile, her groans. 
With dress, and hair neglected ; — grief such tokens 

Not the sole mourner ; add a mother's tear 

To hers : this weeps a husband ; that, a son ; 
But first, with prefat'ry address, draw near. 

And bid the gods to give my shade welcome ; 
Their pious hands with holy water done, 
Then let them spread a sable garment out, 
And gather up the sole reioaius of one, 
I^te life-impregn'd, — a few white bones, I wot, 
I Arrang'd, and 'sprent with BaccViu* Ai, to ^e JoT^ot- 
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What's decent, yet, may ceremony claim ; — 

Then, let them be prepar*d, from vase, to pour 
The milk's white current on th' unjoint«d frame. 
And soft, with flaxen napkins, wipe it o'er ; 
Touch one by one the pieces, mine before. 
And lay them, in a marble home, well dried ; 

There the rich freight of Panchaia's shore, — 
Whate'er Assyrian, or Arab supphed: — 
All odours there be found, mortality to hide. 

But, tears more grateful perfumes would distil, 

Bespeaking not the mem'ry bones inshrine. 
Nor fail, if faithful ye'd perform my will, 

To grave, by me compos'd, the eleg;iac line ; 
It will exculpate fate of forestall'd time. 
And mark my death's true melancholy cause ; 
So, on the top conspicuous, let this shine : 
" Here lies Lygdamus : grief, Neeera's loss. 
His iriie dear, yet divided, here consigned] he wai 
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Alas ! Neeera, wherefore boots it me^ 

To have crowded heaven's table with my prayers ? 
Or 'rich'd the faggot with perfumery ? — 

Not that, from marble portico's proud stairs, 
I might appal the crowd with stately airs, 
Fam'd for a splendid house,— my only fame ;-^ 
Nor that vast fields might renovate my steers. 
And the benignant soil be glad with grain : 
No ; but to share with thee the comforts of the same 



Sweet, twin existence, lengthen'd for our blisa ; 
And, when the pulse ticks not of feeble days, 
fireathe, in thy gentle bosom, the last kiss. 

Ah 1 what would it avail, when spent the rays 
Of life's foremeasur'd sun, and CharoD weighs 
His bark's light anchor, with a naked freig;bt. 
If bags of crowded gold tny chest-lid raise ? 
Or thousand heifers plough my rich estate ? 
Or, high on columns, stands my house superbly great,' 

What matters it, if marbles Phrygia own ; 

Thy quarries, Taenarus ; or, Carystns, thine ? 
Or pale exotics, brought from either zone, 
A grove, within the vestibule, intwine? 
Mosaic floor, and gilded ceilings, shine ? 
What mother-o'-pearl, fish'd from the red sea ? 

Or cockle's bright dye, caught with Tyrinn line ' 
And all that feeds gull'd, hated vanity, 
The people's gaze, who senseless doat on pageantrv' 



What wealth can charm the aicken'd mind to rest ? 

What arts unstrap the wallet of our cares ? 
Fortune is never prodigal j at best, 

Gut leaves with each a portion of her wares : 
Netera the sole merchandise appears 
Worth purchase ; with it, poverty would please j 

Without it, nothing cov'tible she bears, 
Tho' looks might kingly presents draw with easei — 
O thou, dear day, tho' past, that mem'ry never flees :- 

O blest ! thrice blest ! who can restore thy sun ? 

Our wishes may anticipate its peer ; 
O may my god propitious bid it run ! 

Yet, peerless will it be, that brings thee near, 
Kingdoms are thankless gifts; the billow clear 
Of Lydian waters showing gold, the sum 

Of all that cov'tousness has gather'd here, 
Might joys bring others, but to me not one : 
Enough, tho' poor my lot, if she, to share it, come. 
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O wife and sister of the mighty Jove, 

Be kindy nor disregard my honest pray'rs ! 
And thou, too, Cyprian queen, mother of love. 
Wafted in chariot-shell, by fluttering airs ! 
But, if itself stem fate opposing bears, 
Precluding her return ; and sisters sad. 

Who weave the woof with hopes, the warp with fetn; 
Let dismal Orchus beckon me to wade, 
111 plunge; nor hesitate, of his dark fens afraid. 
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Forbid, ye gods, such visions to be true, 

As last night haunted my distracted brain ! 
Away, ye phantoms ! your unreal view 

Hath no place here; no credence seek; ye're vain. 
Truth is the gods', their admonition plain. 
And plain the characters, on entrails wrote, 

Which Tuscan priests expound, of future bane ; 
But dreams are shadows, which alarm who doat ; — 
Disjointed images, which, thro' the timid midnight float. 
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Man^s anxious race, to whom are kindred cares. 

May chase the dark prognostic of the night. 
With crackling salt, and cake of wheaten ears : 
But whether quick timidity be right. 
And justly trusts the dream, or vain its fright, 
O may Lucina the portent avert, 

And scare the ill, as its heralds, the light! 
For ne'er my tongue did blasphemy assert. 
Or haggard guiltiness proclaim a conscience hurt. — 

Already night had strid th' ethereal world. 
Already sportive bath'd her sable team ; 
Still had not sleep my silken eyelash furrd : 

(Sleep, like the powerful, to the wretch won't lei 
But shuns where courted, nor lets drop the seen 
O'er wretchedness:) at last, when stealing peep'd 

O'er eastern hill Apollo, rose a dream. 
And, as my outward sight clos'd slow, upleap*d 
To view — ^within, a youth, his brows with chaste bay betj 



Than his, more beauteous, time had oe'er beheld, 

Not mortal traits ; divinity's shone moat : 
O'er his high, polish'd neck, which sweets distill'd, 
Myrtle, and dewy odours, — Syria's boast, — 
Floated of untouch'd curls a billowy host: 
Such his complexion, such the rising moon's, 
When worshipp'd as Latona on the coast ; 
And such the quick'nmg glow his skin assumes. 
As stains the blushing virgin's when the bridegroom comes ! 

Or, as the lily delicately blends 

In amaranthine wreaths, by maidens 'twined ; — 

Or, as the apple from the bough depends : — 
His lengthy mantle sported with the wind 
Agabst his heels; (such dress his limbs confin'd :) 

r 

At his left side his tuneful lyre was hung, 
<t 

A goi^eouB work ; yet curious art might find 

Its meed of praise, where dazzling gold had flung 

Its beams on tortoise-shell r this tuning, ere he sung, 
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With ebon plectrum, he reheare'd his ]a.ya. 

Then bade hJs fingers with his lips Bccord, 
And thuB, in dulcet numbers, sadly says : 
" Hail, care of deities I for music's lord, 
The nine, and Bacchus, all dieir aid afford 
To him who chastely bears a poet's name ; 
But he, Semele's son, nor learned horde 
Of sisters, can predict or joy or pain ; — 
This, and the laws of fate to know from Jove / clafi| 

" Hear, then ; no pseudo -prophet speaks, 'tis I, 

The Cynthian deity, with lips of truth ; 
She, whom thou cherishest so tenderly 

As ne'er did mother, child, or smitten youth, 

His lovely mistress ;^^e, for iriioin iu sooth 

Thou bast annoy'd the gods with frequent vows ;-• 

She who no hour suffers to pass smooth 
By day, by night, thy care;— when sleep woutd dfl 
His dusky cnrtain o'er thee, banishes repoee ; — 
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" She, — Neaara, — in thy son^ as fam'd, as fair. 
Now mocks thee, and adopts aaother'a breast ; 
She sighs, but not for thee ; not thine, her care ; 
She meditates dishonest thoughts, unblest 
In the chaste residence of wedded rest. — 
Ah ! cruet species, thine, unfaithfnl name. 

Woman! ah, perish all deceit-possess'd ! — 
But something pray'rs may do, and something shame ; 
She may repent ; not long is female mind the same. 

" Do thou but supplicating spread thy hands ', 

Pierce Love will not allow a labour hard ; 
Fierce Love can break you in to bear commands, 
Tho' laf:hes> mark your loins, say not a word : 
■ Have I not fed the snowy bulls, my lord 

a* Admetus late ; inde£d it is no jest, 
w No fable to amitse ; this / record : 
— Not e'en my lyre could mitigate my Iweast, 
H3k Nor pangs lind pitying words to lull them into rest. 
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" But, for the reed traoapareiit, chang'd my harp, 

And sank my poeay to ditties low ; 
Yea; I, Jore'a aon illuBtrious, tlius could warp 
My inatinets, and make shamed tatona glow 
Strangers are thou and Love, youth, if thou sho 
Reluctance to fulfil the behests high 

Of a proud dame ; or tight her yoke allow ; 
Therefore, do thou unhesitating hie, 
And, on her heart, the force of sad eloquence try. 

" The hardest hearts aome grains of pity own ; 
The hardest ears will open to long pray'rs ; 
Or, if unmov'd ahe yet persist to frown. 

Tell her that me have reach'd thy fenreat can 
(Nor dares she spurn the oracles of years. 
Or fancy falsehood in our holiest fanes,) 

And that our will out thy pretensions bears ; 
That thee, her mate, great Delius self proclaims ; 
With thee, felicttiea has link'd ; with others, paioi.- 



He spoke ; and slug^ah sleep the signal knew. 
And from my side his heavy hand releas'd. — 
And can such threaten'd ills, indeed, be true ? 
Ah ! fain I'd be, with a delusion, teasM ! 
Nor think those zealous vows, made for me, ceas'd. 
And other vows, their converse, sworn instead ! 
How can such guilt de&nra bo fair a bnait ! 
Not in the reckless billows wast thou bred ; 
Nor by Chimsera nura'd, who vomits flaming dread ; 

Nor canst thou call, the author of thy breath. 

That dog, whose back intwines a snaky chain. 
And triple head, and three tongues threaten death ; 

Nor her, whose virgin precincts helUhounds claim ; 
Fed thee no lioness ; barbarians name 
Not thee compatriot, — Scythia, nor the shore 

Where Syrtis foams ; — but mUdest parents deign. 
In home where all's refined, to make thee more, — 
^h ! cruel dreams, away ; with winds, as vapours, soar I 
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NoWy where th* Etruscan fountains mumi'ring play, 

Whose gentle waves infects the dogstar^s beat. 
Sit ye, and mark their undulating way ; 

But these can rival Baia's mild retreat, — 
The prince of sacred waters, justly great, — 
Now, while the purple Spring unfolds the ilowV. 

Ah me ! Persephone, a doom unmeet 
Terrific threatens me, and glooms the hoar : 
Ah I goddess s^paxe my youth, guiltless to fed iiiff^ 



Not I, with daring thought and curious eye, 

Have rashly stepp'd o'er man's forbidden pale, 
And dared to fathom Vesta's mystery ; 

Not ], with deadly Juices, steep'd a nail 
Of this right hand, that others might bewail 
The treach'rous draught, when mad with venom dire ; 

No tempting lure of crime has made us fail : 
We, at no time, have sacril^ous fire 
Laid to the holy fanes, rever'd from sire to sire ; 

Nor hatli insane impiety us driv'n „„ ,, 

To mock, with blasphemy, their sacred hosts; 

Besides, not yet, with raven hairs have striv'n 

The grey for empire, and their glossy boasts 

Destroy'd ; nor, tardy age no lan^r posts, 

But bears, on tott'ring limbs, his curving frame. 

Have fates malignant grinn'd from consuls' ghosts? — 
Two fell, as parents knew, by dooms the s 
Aud mark'd indelibly the nata' 
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Why strip the vine of clusters yet but green ? 
Why tear the embryo apple frora ita stem ? 
Ah t spare, ye sov'reJgnB of the pallid stream, 
Spare me, whoe'er that hid irom mortal ken 
Rule o'er th' allotted Dia' tripartite clum ! 
With judgment more matared, it will beseem 
To rightly trace the bound'ries of his reign. 
To scan the beauties of the Elysian glen. 
The Lethean navy, aad Cimmerian ocean, then. 

When furrow'd age with paleness dims my cheek, 

And fond garrulity quotes oldeo time. — 

Ah, would this pulse were nought ! yet what besp 

These languors, which, full fifteen days, confii^ 

Ye, by whom praised the Tuscan waters ahtiKv, 

Ye, for whom pour the gentle nymphs their urns, * 

Live happy, not unmindful ; whether thine 
He shall be, or has been ; and tempt, by turns, 
Great Dia ; if miVV. and wine, not sable rams he 
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Fair Bacchus be propitious ; so to thee 

May ever cling the mystic vine, and droop. 
From thy crown'd temples, the intwined ivy ! 

Assuage my pangs; alas ! they will not stoop 
To lenient measures ; drown the savage troop ! 
Oft has reluctant Love, thy pris'ner, laugh'd. — 

Dear boy, with choicest wine, froth the full cup : 
Go, go, Falemian draw, no niggard draught.*- 
Flence, cruel cares, begone ! ye winds, far troubles waft ! 
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Instead, Apollo shall descead to grace 

The splendour of our board, dd snowy wing. 

Sweet friends, be kind, let no daiying fiice 

Frown on our intenti genial, or spring' 

The mine of discontent, intenniag^ng 

Submissive followers whom I would guide ; 

Or, if wine's dulcet strife some shabby thing 
Refuse, — O grant, with haughtiness, to stride 
Her hobby, or her dupe, his girl's deceit, or pride! 

Tig be, the ruddy god, enriches thougfat ; 

Tis he, wfio subjugates dtedainfu) swaim. 
And sceptres holds to mistresses unboug;ht, 
TlieFewr^ ID vindicate their fomter pains : 
Hgers aad lions of Armenia's plains. 
He tames, thus teaching fiercest brutes to mdt ; 

Such wonders Love can do, and more ; he reiymt 
But be, with his, the gifts of Bacchus felt ; 
OryciipiTiorlel,novaidV\\nt',— comrades, be yotmd^' 



Tis just ; not can intemperate be cali'd 

The man who metea his pation to his pow' 
But be Dot by A mirthful draught appall'd : 

Lest he, whose feehngs quick'ning^ with the ahow'r 
Of purple wine, on dastards angry low'r. — 
Who feats the mighty gods of anger, drink 1 

What height the blood boils to, in drunken hour ; 
How measureless the peualties exacted, think I 
AndCadmeanmotherfrom, and spoils ensanguine, shrink I 

But far from us, the spirits of jollity. 

This fear ! elsewhere, the disobedient boy 1 
Let him, who spurns a god, his vet^aace try.— 
Alas ! what madness bids me dream of joy? 
With such mad wishes winds and tempests toy, 
And bear them thro' the air, a cloudy prey ; — 

Yet, ah Ne«era I tho' my thou^ta annoy, 
If any rest thee ; blight may beam thy day : 
And smooth prosperity remoTC what clogs thy way ! — 
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But why remember what ahould be forgot ? 

Tho' tempests may have howl'd, this day's serene ; 
Back to the banquet turn the happy sot. — 

Alas ! 'tis hard, what one is not, to seem ; 
To paint the face with artificial mien : 
"Tii hard, when sadness clingB to drooping thought, 

With owlioard cheerfulness, hght some within: 
The Jbrced )f»t is, when half-unfeather'd caught. 
And none echoes the laugh, by our example taught : 

Not ease, but pain, gesticulations show ; i 

Our wine-inflated words themselves belie, — 
O wretch, thus querulous, where hearts should glow ! 
Cares, foul excrescences, our boaora fly 1 
Good father Bacchus loves not elegy. 
Nor the long dirge of melancholy woes, 

Daughter of Minos, thine no tearless eye 1^ 
Abandon 'd on an tmknown shore, arose. 
In thy sad breast, the bitterness of Theseus' vows. 



BOOK III. ELEGY VI. 137 

Yet, Gnosian damsel, nol oblivious are 

"niy sorrows wild, by learn'd Catullus auug, 
Nor the ingratitude of him, thy care : 

And my example th^e be found among ! 
Ab 1 happy he, whose docile ear has hung 
Upon the tale, though sympathetic, taught 

To shun the breakers that to love belong, — 
The yielding neck, in arms entwinbg caught, 
The tongue's soft iasci nation s ; all with shipwieckfrEtugh}! 

Altho' her eyes of faith be pledges fair ; 
Altho' her Juno and her Venus stand, 
The solemn witnesses of what she swear ; 
Incredulous rej^t the pTo£fer'd hand : 
Craft, not sincerity, the treaty plann'd ; 
And-Jove, too partial to a faithless dame, 

Himself will teat the contract at command. — 
Yet, why, thus whining, of a girl complain 
And fallacies so oft ? — begone, too setious strain ! — 



O that I could long nigUts with thee possesa, 

Lull'd by thy breathing soft to dulcet rest ! 

O that I could long dajs, thou comort, trace, 

Unwearied sharing of rare arts the best ! 

Perfidious girl ! unworthy to molest 

My peace, unworthy any worthy swain : 

Per6dious girl I yet, tho' perfidious, blest! 
So Bacchus, when he Nais lov'd, this pain 
Endured; yet lov'd her. — Boy, thou tarriest again ;— 

Let Marcian stream the wine long-hoarded cool. 

Nor, for one paltry fair, the banquet spoil. 
Mount, if she will, some unknown couch, a fool ? 
Shall in anxiety, a mental toil. 
My Boul watch sleepless the consuming oil 
Of ghmm'ring lamp, and spend in sighs the night ? — 

Here, boy ; wine's energies cold waters foil ; 
Add stronger draught ; no banquet-king's my plight ; 
My brows must Syrian dews perfume, and Sow'rs rot 
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(translated from ovid's metamorphoses.) 
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Meantime, with strange conceits, and horror fill'd, 
Ceyx his brother s wond'rous fate bewail'd. 
Now, he resolves ApoUo^s sacred shrine 
To seek, and know the oracles divine ; 
(Those solaces that give the wretch relief. 
Chase the dark dread, and calm the raging grief :) 
Distant it was ; for Phobas' impious train 
Denied access to Delphi's nearer fane. 
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But, first, to thee, his pious purpose broke, 
Most faithful Halcyon, brings a sudden shock, 
In ev'ry vein a tremour woe bespeaks, 
And tears fast-falling stain thy changing cheeks. — 
Thrice, utterance she essays ; thrice, sobs and sighs 
Prevent ; at length, in tender plaints, she cries : 
*^ Alas ! what crime, my Ceyx, have I done, 
To lose that love you felt for me alone ? 
Where is for me thy former anxious care ? 
Lo ! now, thou go'st, and go'st, without a tear ! 
N0W9 di^taat voyages please ! now, dealer I, 
When to my husband's view np loQger nigh ! 
Yet, if thou must thy weeping spouse forsakfiy 
Thy course, by land,— «a way less dangerous — take ; 
Then only thy sweet image shall I we^. 
Not dread thy danger on the faithless deep ; 
The sea, — the waves, which melancholy roll. 
And all their gloomy terrors fright my soul ; 
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And, lately, on the sandy shore, I view'd 

Masts, oars, planks, seats, and tatter'd cordage strew'd. 

And, often, have, on empty tombs display'd. 

Hie names of sea-lost mariners suirey'd ; 

Nor let a treach'rous confidence inspire 

Thy mind, because Eolus is my sire ; 

Tlio' the fierce winds confess his ruling hand. 

And seas more fierce are hush'd at his command, 

When ihey, ooce loos'd, the trembling waters sweep. 

No earth is sacred, and rever'd no deep ; 

Clouds, too, to vex the floating billows rise. 

And angry lightnings combat in the skies. 

These as I know (and oft have known, and seen. 

When yet a child) the more tenific seem. 

But, if no fears, no pray'rs, no tears prevail. 

And thou, too cruel spouse, art fix'd to sail ; 

Me, also, take ; with me, the danger share. 

And I shall dread no griefs, but those I bear ; 
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As are our loves, so let our fortunea be, 
And one kind batk unite ub on the sea." 

These words, with tears enforced, her consort move 
(For equal were his sorrow and his love) ; 
But piety forbade him to forego 
His voyage ; and love, t' expose her to its woe. 
Much he essay'd, to gain her stragglmg wiD, ^ 

But ne'er did Ceyx seem to plead so ill ; • 

A mute consult was all he could obtain, ^ 

And even that her sighs recall'd again. 
" TTio' heavily, I know, the moments move, 
When I," he cries, " am absent from my love, 
No long delay thy faithful breast shall tear, 
By the bright star that owns my sire, I sweax ; 
But my return shall crown thy fond desires. 
Ere twice the moon lias lit her monthly Grea, 
If fates permit," He said, and hopes deceive. 
Her mind, and, with his vow, console her grief. 
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Then, from the cover'd dock, he bids his slaves 
Th^ vessel draw, and launch it on the waves, 
Prepare the sails, to catch the wish'd-for breeze, 
And implements, to war with adverse seas : 
These seen, again desponding Halcyon fears 
Their dreadful presage, and renews her tears ; 
A last embrace she takes, a sad adieu. 
And, on the shore, sinks, overwhelmed in woe. 

But, now, the youths a double rank compose. 
Draw to their breasts the oars, in frequent blows. 
And, Ceyx vainly seeking some delay, 
Divide, in equal strokes, their liquid way. 
Onward they move, while Halcyon her eyes 
Raising, half-fill'd with humid tears, descries, 
On the crook'd stem, her parted consort stand, 
Making her signs : she weeps, and waves her hand. 
Till, more remote, the dwindling vessel flies, 
And his lov'd traces vanish from her eyes : 
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Now, only can her aching sight pourtray 

The bark, receding from the distant bay; 

That, too, the rolling space engulphs at last, 

The white sail still conspicuous from the mast ; 

When this, too, disappears, she seeks h^r bed, . 

But vainly strives to sooth her anxious head ; 

Each spot recals his image and her tears. 

His pillow vacant, robe unfill'd appears, 

And grief new arguments, from ev*ry comer, bears. ^ 

Meanwhile, the coast they leave, and, with light clouds 
Arising, Eurus whistles through the shrouds ; 
Th' oars, pendent from the sides, the sailors ply. 
In measured strokes ; some to the mast-head tie 
The yard, thence spread the turgid sheet below. 
To catch the vagrant breezes as they blow. 

Not half her course had yet the pinnace o'er. 
Or midway steer*d, and distant stood each shore. 
When evening came, and Neptune, with its shades. 
Began to swell, and w\v\leii ^\\Vv\s'w^ves ; 
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Fierce blew the winds. " Down sail-yard, in a trice," 

The watchful pilot bawls, in thund'ring voice, 

^' And reef the sail." Such his commands ; t* obey 

The louder storm's commands and pow'r say nay ; 

The words unlieard, by raging winds, are tost. 

And all the sounds, in roaring billows, lost : 

Yet some spontaneous for the worst provide, 

Cham the loose oar, and fortify each side ; 

Some leeff the sail : that, from the vessel's cave, 

Draws the dank brine, and mingles wave with wave ; 

This low'rs the yard. While thus engaged, the crew 

What each thought best, or need impell'd to do. 

Performed, the strengthened storm more hideous grew. 

And adverse winds from ev'ry quarter flew ; 

With force tremendous, gathering from afar, 

They mix th' indignant ocean in the war. 

The hopeless pilot, now, with fear engrossed. 

Confesses all his skilV and guidance lost, 
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Uncertain what to urge, or what detain , 

So strong the billows, and his art so vain, 

For seamen's cries, with creaking cables join 'd. 

And waves, with Jove's terrific bolts combined. 

To inspire horror, and appal the mind. J 

Waves, here, on waves, in mountain heaps, are thrown. 

And seem to lave Olympus' sacred throne ; 

There, in swift whirls, to sands profound they move. 

And, stain'd with yellow, spread themselves above . 

Sometimes they frown, in more than Stygian gloom ; 

Treach'rously smooth, they now subside in spume. 

By such strange turns the fate-urged bark is driv'n, 
Toss'd to and fro, 'twixt Erebus and Heav'n ; 
'Now, deep engulph'd, she dreads th' impending seas; 
Now, rais'd aloft, a horrid vale she sees : 
Oft did her wounded side upbraid the surge, 
Resounding louder, than when soldiers urge 
'Gainst some devoted town the brazen prow. 
And walls and tow'rs le-ecVvo \.o xJc^^Uc^vr. 
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And, as when lions, who with vengeance burn, 
Witii manes erect, on their pursuers turn, 
Still gathering force from speed, they furious spring 
On adverse hosts, unaw'd by spear or sling. 
So, deck, sides, stem, and lofty brazen helm. 
Aided by winds, the sweeping waves overwhelm ; 
The joints give way; the waxen sides distent. 
The sui^ triumphant rushes thro' the rent. 

Now copious floods from clouds dissolving sweep, 
Heav'n seems to melt, and mingle with the deep, 
And the proud ocean, swelled in billows high, 
To trace new courses thro' the liquid sky ; 
The tatter'd sails in hideous rents hang low, 
Drench'd from the clouds above, and waves below. 
No lucent beam the darkened pole adorns. 
But night more foul appears, obscur'd in storms. 
Or here, or there, the lightning's forked stream, 
Flashed o'er the wave, reflecting to the gleam. 
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Not oozing drops thro' slender crannies run, 
But floods now rise, and fill the hollow womb : 
And, as a veteran, in himself a host, 
Oft having pressed in vain the guarded post. 
At last succeeds, and fir*d by glory's call, 
Alone, 'midst thousands, gains the arduous wall ; 
So, when contending surges vainly press. 
One ponderous billow gains the sought access. 
Nor ceas'd, o'er stem and batter'd sides, to toil. 
Till fell the pinnace its reluctant spoil ; 
Part to the deck confines its hurtless force ; 
But part, below, pursues a deadlier course. 
Not less the mariners, convulsed with fear. 
Shake at the prospect of their doomsday nettr. 
Than tow'rs and battlements, which press*d by foes. 
Without, within, convulse the fatal blows. 

Skill, courage, are no more ; each ent'ring surge 
Its victim sweeps, and bears him down the gurge. 
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One weeps aloud; another, fix'd in wo, 
Stares vacant on the fi>aining sea below ; 
This blesses hkn whom funeral rites remain ; 
That suppliant calls the heedless gods in vain. 
And stretches out to heav'n his hands with tears, 
Veil'd from his sight, and deafened to his pray'rs. 

9 

Now Memory, with touching art, recalls 
Sweet, painful images of rural walls ; 
To this pourtrays a parent's hoary hairs. 
To that, a brother's love, a sister's tears ; 
Reminds one of his babes, a wife at home, 
And whispers, all their hope with him is gone. 
Halcyon alone the breast of Ceyx sways ; 
For her he sighs, he groans, he weeps, he prays ; 
But, tho' his only wish, his only care, 
Love bade him joy, to think she was not there. 
Much wish'd he to discern the point, where lay 
His native shore and lately-parted bay, 
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There throw a longing glance, and think to see 
His chimney's smoke, ascentling from the sea : 
Alas ! such blackness the fierce tempests brew. 
That, where Trachine was, no more he knew ; 
So close the clouds each glimm'ring ray entombed, 
And sable night, in double darkness, gloom'd. 

Crack flies the mast ; the rudder feels the pow*r 
Of whirlpools eddying at that fatal hour : 
All's lost ! a furious wave appears above, 
Tow'ring o'er hundreds that within it move, 
Victorious, on it presses fast its course, 

m 

And o'er the pinnace sweeps its dreadful force ; 
Not more would Athos, or high Pindus, torn 
From its deep roots, and in the ocean thrown. 
Precipitately fall, than did that weight 
Of waters urge the ship, and sailors' fate. 

Part of the crew, borne down the eddying main. 
Yield to their briny foe, nor rise again ; 
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A few, tenacious of their vital being, 
To floating planks, or broken rudder, cling. 
He, too, with hand, which once a sceptre held, 
Ceyx, a fragment of the ruin held. 
And loudly iterates his parent's name, 
Intreats his kindred god ; alas ! in vain : — 
But most, su( to the buoyant wood he clung. 
Halcyon, lov'd Halcyon^ issued from his tongue; • 
Her he remembers, her desires, and prays 
His breathless corpse to her the friendly waves 
Will bear, and that her hands his grave will close. 
And pay the last sad honours to her spouse : 
Her, when the surge permits, in bubbling cries. 
Her, 'neath the stifling waves, he struggling tries ; 
Not long ; for, lo ! like a stupendous bow, 
Swells a huge billow from the depths below 
O'er his devoted head, the waters, life- 
Exhausting, calm his ineffectual strife. 
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No rays did Lucifer, that evening, shed ; 
Absorbed in grief, he hid his alter'd head, 
^nd, since the Fates forbade him to retire, 
Ck)ver'd, with densest shades, his locks of fire. 

Meanwhile, not dreaming ill, the absent fail 
Numbered the rolling hours, with anxious care. 
Urged on the loom, and numerous garments wove. 
Some, for herself, and some, to deck her love. 
Delusive Hope whispers his soon return. 
While choicest gifts, on ev'ry altar, bum. 
But chief Satumia's ; there she oft repairs, 
And prays for Ceyx, now, no longer hers ; 
Asks of the Pow*r him fav'ring winds t' impart. 
And let no happier rival steal his heart. 
The goddess hears ; but this, alone she can. 
That pray'r had rent the Destins' fatal hand. 
At length, fatigued to hear, for Ceyx dead. 
Such vows and useless invocations made, 
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And griev'd to see, hear sacred altars high, 

A hand, polluted vrith mortality, 

'< Haste, Iris ; haste,'' she cries, '' thou faithful maid, 

To Sleep's dull court, and soporiferous shade. 

And bid, in Ceyx' form, the monarch send 

A dream, t'admonish Halcyon of his end." 

She spoke ; the handmaid hears, and straight indues. 
Her face, with veil of various-colour'd hues. 
And, training, thro' the skies, her radiant bow, 
Seeks Somnus' rocky domes, and hills below. 
A cave there is, hid in Cimmerian gloom. 
An excavated mount, remote, alone ; 
There, of fantastic forms, and things of nought. 
The drowsy king has fix'd his silent court. 
No smiling mom is there, no evening ray, 
Nor once beams Phoebus, thro' the livelong day ; 
But clouds, instead, and darksome mists exhale, 
And twilight's dubious shades, and night prevail. 
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No cock's shrill throat awak*d Aurora calls, 
No dog's loud bay re-echoes thro' the halls, 
Or goose, more watchful, cackles 'round the walls ; 
No beasts, or wild, or tame, their footsteps press, 
The very boughs the pow'r of sleep confess. 
There stillness reigns ; save, from the rock there goes 
A Lethean stream, whose current creeping flows. 
With drowsy murmurs, o'er the pebbles^ green. 
And courts to slumber, or invites to dream. 
Before the door somnific poppies blow. 
And soporiferous herbs, in clusters, grow, ' 
Whence slumbers Night extracts, with dewy hand, 
And spreads their nodding influence o'er the land. 
Gate was there none, to vex the sleeping god. 
Nor, in the porch, had ever porter trod ; 
But, in the midst, a sable bed appears. 
Which a dark frame of massy ebon rears, 
And curtains black and waving plumes adorn, 
There, spent with \ang;uoTft, ^omtvw^ %\^\«^Vv^ Vstow, 
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Around him, on all sides, vain dreams are strew'd, 
With various shapes, with various parts, indued, 
Num'rous as wheatears, which the yellow fields ; 
Or leaves, which trees ; or sands, which Pontus yields. 

Hereenter'd, and, with gentle hand, repressed 
The host of flitting dreams the virgin guest ; 
Bright, now, the lustre of her various robe 
Gleams, on the vault of sacred Sleep's abode ; 
But the dull god, tho' wondering at the sight, 
Scarce oped his eyelids to th' unfriendly light. 
And, slowly, yet, and yet, his nodding chin 
Sought his calm breast, its wonted place, again ; 
At last, he rouses, and, on elbow staid, 
Ask'd the known fair, why thus she sought his bed ? 

She thus : *• Blest point, where ills of men repose ! 
Sleep, balm of pain, and cradle of their woes ! 
Great god of quiet, by whose softening care, 
Smoothed are the features even of despair ! 
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Calm of the soul ! solicitude in vain 
Attacks thee, fitting mortal hearts again 
To bear, with undimmish'd strength, their toil ! — 
Command, where art e*en judgment's glance may foil, 
Some shade to imitate her king's lov'd gait. 
And warn the anxious Halcyon of his fate ; 
So Juno bids." Her mission done, the maid 
Wings back her way ; for, longer had she staid, 
Thro' all her veins, the vaporous dew had urged 
Its sleepy course, and ev'ry sense immerged. 
But, now, the father of the flitting swarm 
Bids Morpheus wake, artificer of form, 
As he, no cunning spirit of the cell 
Could catch the walk, the looks, the voice, so well ; 
The very dress was his ; the very tone ; 
And words that love had taught to only one. 
This man's majestic form alone invests ; 
Another imitates or bird's, or beast's. 
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Or serpent's curFd, and scale defended train, 

Icelos, the gods ; Phobeton mortals name ; 

Phantasos fills a lower part than this, 

Whate'er life warms not, earth, stone, waves, or trees : 

Such haunt a monarch's, or a noble's court ; 

Others to viler beds, and meaner men resort. 

Which passing, Somnus chooses, from the three, 

Morpheus, to do the wife of Jove's decree. 

And straight his head reclines, adjusts the clothes. 

And, in a moment, sinks to deep repose. 

Borne on unsounding pinions, Morpheus gains, 
Without delay, tho' darkness held the plains, 
Trachine's roofs ; where, from his sides, he shakes 
His dropping wings, and Ceyx's figure takes. 
'Twas he, and yet another ; sworn his eyes 
Pour yet adown his cheeks their grief's supplies. 
Which Death's cold touch had render'd more than pale ; 
His locks and beard the briny waters swell. 
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Hung with the sea weed ; garment had he none. 
Thus sad, he seeks the widow's wretched home, 
And still more wretched bed, and thus address'd : 
'^ Ah ! hapless wife ! of women, dearest, best ! 
Canst thou thy much beloved Ceyx trace. 
In these drench'd limbs, and tempest-beaten face ? 
Or has Death's hand rubb'd out each oft-kiss'd line 
Look up ; tho' Ceyx holds the wat*ry brine, 
His spectre calls ; for him, embrace his shade ! 
Naught have thy vows avail'd, tho' duly paid : 
No more let flattering Hope thy bosom move, 
Cold is thy spouse to ev'ry pang but love. 
Fierce Auster gathered up his clouds from far. 
And mix'd the ^gean in relentless war. 
Soon, ah ! too soon, our beaten bark, a prey. 
Oped its deep caves to the unwelcome day ; 
I sank ; — thy name, in life, or death, ador'd, 

« 

Long, thro' the wave, its bubbling way explor'd. — 
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Alas I QD doubtful rumour bears this tele ; 

Else mii^t'at thou hope ; 'tis Ceyx sounds his knell. 

Come, then, and pour the gen'roua tear ; let flow 

The mantle, suited to thy state and woe ; 

Nor let my ghost unmoum'd, unpitied, rove ; 

Lest the world blame, and Ceyx doubt your love." 

These worda Morpheus express'd, in accents known. 
By the fond wife, to be her lord's alone ; 
Warm drops last trickled on his pallid breast. 
And his quick hand displayed his ev'ry gest. " ■ 

. Halcyon, in sleep, could not restrain a tear : '**ff 
With outstretch 'd arms, she clasps th' unconscious air, 
And cries, " Oh stay I ah ! whither dost thou haste ? — 
We'll go together." At the voice amazed, '■'" 

And at her husband's form, she 'wakes, and trios -^ 
Still, on the parting shade, to fix her eyes, i ■ Af 

Then calls, alarm'd, her hast'ning maidens bear -"'^ 
A light ; but find no lingering vestige there 
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or him she names. She strikes la mad despair, 

Her face, her breast ; then cuts her beauteous hi 

Disdaining to unloose it, and exclaims 

To the affrighted nurse, who asks her pains, 

" Halcyon's no more ; — no more I say ; (she cried,), 

At once, with Ceyx, her lov'd spouse, she died ;— 

Away with comfort ; — where the surges swell. 

His spirit fled: — I saw, I knew him well. 

And to the melting phantom atretch'd my arms. 

The phantom melted ; but has left the harms, 

That have befallen Ceyx, ah ! too clear. 

Tis true, he had not those accustom'd fair. 

And lovely looks. Here, wretched I beheld 

Him pale and naked ; from him dripping fell 

The sea-weed dank ; 'twas here, this very spot." 

(And for the marks with frantic care she sought j 

This this upon my mind desponding weigh'd. 

When I advised ; nay, choked with sorrow pray'4 
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Thee not to leave me, for the fickle blast. 

Me hadst thou taken, since thy fate was cast ! 

Happy my lot, tho' it were to die, with thee ! 

No other ills, than those thou felt'st, to see ! 

And as, in life, we made our joys but one, 

So, fbr the other, to have wept, alone, 

In Death's rude grasp ! Now, from thee, I expire ! 

Now, absent, feel the wave's impetuous ire. 

And, far away, within the sea-foam plunge ! 

But, ah ! more cruel, who would life prolong, 
Than the wild sea, and, after such a grief, 
Seek, in aught else but death, a short relief ! 
Ill seek it not ; nor thee, ff.y wretched spouse, 
Abandon, but associate our woes : 
The' not the urn our kindred dust shall mix, 
^et, words shall to thy fate my fate annex ; 
The' not my bones to thine shall fondly cleave, 
Tet, the dear names shall mingle in the grave." 
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More from her lips her madden'd griefs forbid. 
To ev'ry word blows and deep groans succeed. 

Now morning b^ms, and, from her house, she b 
Her gloomy way, along the hoarse-beat shore. 
And gains the spot from where, with heavy heart. 
She saw her souFs delight and care depart. 
Then heavy, on her mind, each image pressed ; 
How, here, with omens dire, the anchor rais'd. 
And, there, he stunn'd her with the parting kiss, 
('Twas death to think on't ; yet, it was a Miss.) 
While thus each spot brought each dear deed to vie 
While her sunk eyes th* receding wave pursue ; 
Something the distant waters seem'd to bear, 
Seem'd, for, as yet, no certain form was there. 
Yet, like a body : nearer they convey 't ; 
No doubt remained, a body was their freight ; 
But who ? The omen touches Halcyon's mind, 
Unknown, yet victim of th' unpitying wind. 
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She pitiesy and bewails with gen'rous tears ; 
(Such sympathy affliction kindred bears:) 
'' Ah ! wretched man ! and still more wretched wife 
If one thou hast,'' she cries. Nearer the strife 
Of envious waves the floating burden bear ; 
Fiercer her breast unknown emotions tear. 
Now, on the shore, th' retiring billows heave 
The corpse ; her eyes the shipwrecked king perceive. 
'* 'Tis he," she screams, and feels her hairless * head. 
Tears her white breast, and stretches, to the dead, 
Her hands, and says, *' Thus, then, belov'd in vain. 
Thus, wretched prince, thou com'st to me again ?" 

Hard by, a mole, — vast work of human strength, — 
Rear'd, to the wrathful surge, its ponderous length, 

* Ovid makes her tear her hair, forgetting she had already cut it. 

.... comas ..... .lacerat ...... 

• •••••.•........ crinem 

Scindit. (See the text.) 
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And wearied out its fury ; there she tried, 
(And wond'rous was th' attempt,) its massy side 
To climb ; but, straight, with new-bom wings, she fle 
Smote the light air, and, hov'ring to the view. 
Hung, on the wave, a miserable bird ; 
Sad, from its bill, a plaintive cry is heard. 
And its small tongue the mourner still essay'd. 
But when, with fluttering flight, around she play'd 
Hie bloodless corpse, and press'd his senseless neck, 
With fond caresses, and her little beak 
Thrust, with endearment bland, into his lips. 
His body moves, or the full billow sweeps. 
And gives it life-like motion ; which they doubt 
(But, ah ! no doubt, it felt her piteous rout !) 
For, lo ! the gods, with mercy smitten, turn 
The lovers into birds ; but still they bum. 
With the soft fire, and pleasure-mingled pains, 
iVor, in their new state, drop their generous chains; 



HALCYON AND CEYX. 167 

Still to one love, as to one fortune, bound, 
They sport, and spread a feather'd race around ; 
And, seven tranquil days, the mother's breast 
Sheds its blest warmth upon the wave-built nest ; 
Then smooth 's the sea; no winds its face deform, 
And their king guards his children from the storm. 
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ODE I. 

TO M^CENAS. 

Argument.— Men pursue, somcj one thing; somej another 
he prefers Poetry, especially, of the Lyric kind. 

O Thou, from noble fathers sprung. 
Thou, guard and glory of my song, 
Dearer than are my honoured bays, 
Protect, and sanctify my lays ! 

Some, urg'd by emulation's thirst. 
Delight, amidst Olympic dust. 
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Applause to gain, and, round the goal, 
The untouch'd wheels, with fury roll. 
Glowing with speed, and think divine 
Their brows, which olive leaves entwine. 

Others the public halls attend, 
And strive the crowd to make their friend. 
Transported, if its fickle smile. 
With honours, crowns their selfish toil. 

To hoarded grain another's prone. 
And Libyan harvests makes his own. 

This, charm'd the rustic spud to wield. 
And weed his lov'd paternal field. 
Not tempting heaps of golden ore, — 
The boast of Attalus before,-— 
Would lure the dang'rous seas to roam. 
Far from his plain, but cherish'd home. 

When angry winds their forces urge, 
And war against th' Icarian surge, 



ODE I. 173 

The frenzied merchant casts his eyes 
To heav'n, and supplicates the skies, 
Sees, in bis mind, his country's farms. 
And blesses all her rural charms : — 
The tempest past, do more he knows ' 
The joys agrestic labour sows ; 

But fits his ships again for sea, 

Untaught to bear rude poverty. 
In Bacchus full and purple bowl, 

Another bathes his jovial soul. 

And, captur'd by the love of wine, 

Thoughtless forgets the day's decline ; 

Sometimes, beneath the verdant shade 

Of spreading boughs, on herbage laid ; 

Now, at some fountain's sacred side. 

Whence currents gently murm'ring glide. 
Many their ruling passions move. 

The camp and martial fields to love ; 
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High swell their breasts, quick throb their yeias, 
When horns and trumpets fill the plains ; 
Their blood the thoughts of combat warm, 
Which mothers chill, with fond alarm. 

Oft, too, the hunter will abide, 
Unmindful of his anxious bride, 
Beneath the azure skies, nor care 
Tho' frost congeal the piercing air, 
While o'er the downs, or slipp'ry crag. 
His hounds pursue the bounding stag ; 
Or the strong boar his toils defies, 
And, thro' the broken meshes, flies. 

Me, an ivy crown, — the meed 
To pay the poet's toil decreed, — 
Will raise from earth to heav'n sublime. 
And exalt human to divine. 
From low-bred hate, from envy proud, 
From all the follies of the crowd, 
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The gentle nymphs, with satyrs rude, 
In breezy groves, will me seclude. 
If Euterpe to lend will deign 

Her pleasing pipes, and soothing strain. 
And Polyhymnia, to impart 
The science of the Lesbian art. 

Or, if Thou add me to the quire 
Of those, who skilful touch the lyre, 
My rising head shall to the skies aspire. ^ 
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ODE IV. 

TO LUCIUS SEXTIUS. 
Now from the Spring, and Zephyr's reign, 

Borean blasts, and tempests fly ; 
See ! launching on th' unruffled main, 

The barks, which wintry storms saw dry : 
Nor shelt'ring shed, nor ruddy flame, 
Delights the herd, or glads the swain ; 

White frosts from verdant fields retire : 
Instead, lo ! Cytherea leads 
To moon-illuminated meads 

Her decent-vested quire. 

They dance,— they move, in graceful measure, 
Venus the goddess, and her train ; 

But busy Vulcan, foe to pleasure, 
Amidst his Cyclops, '^^kes the flame. 
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Be, now, your brows, with myrtle, crown'd, 
Or flow'rs, which bears the soft'ning ^ound. 

And his just due to Faunus pay ; 
Whether, upon his grassy board, 
He bids the lambkm's blood be pour'd. 

Or the fat kid to lay. 

Alike the vile, and regal door, 

» 

The ghastly form of Death receive i 

Ah ! Friend, too swift's the fleeting hour, 
On Hope's frailloom our jo3rs to weave ! 

For Pluto's narrow house, and night, 

Soon lock the soul from all delight ;' 
Us there coofinM no i^eaisuie warms ; 

We choose no king/tornle <3ie glass, ' 

Ner view, with smitten eyes, the lass," 
Who one sex fires, the othiBfr, charms* 
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TO PYRRHA. 

Ahodhsht. — He deduea the wretched coDditioa of the loTeni 
PyirliB, aad cangratuUtes bimselT on Eiaviug escaped, from h( 
fasciaatJona, as from a shipwreck. 



What well-ahaped youth, with od'rous dews bespces^ 

In the cool grotto laid, 

On roses, clasps thee to his breast ? 

For whom bind'st thou thy hair, thus neatly dress" 

Alas I how often shall the hapless youth 

Of thee, and fickle gods bewail ! 
How often mourn thy violated truth ! 
And, wond'iing, view the sea which seem'd so smooth 

Swell'd, in huge billows, by the dark'ning gale t 
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Who, as pure gold; enjoys, and thinks to find 

Thee ever foithful, ever kind. 
Dreams not how little constant is the wind ! 
Ah ! wretched they to whom thou shin'st untried! 

For me, the votive gown, 
And tablet, pendent from the sacred wall, make known. 
With peril, to have dear'd the deep and dangerous tidel 
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ODE XXIIL 

As bounds the fewn o'er mountains steep^ 
When far its fnghten'd.dam has stra/dy 

And trembles^ at its rustling leap^ 
And pantSy at ev'ry breeze, dismay'd ; 

Whether the pendent foliage waves, 
As zephyrs fan the tender vine ; 

Or lizards, creeping thro' the leaves, 
Shake the wandering eglantine : 

So, my Chloe, from my view. 

With timid heart and looks, you run ; 
Fleeing still where I pursue, 

Swiftly my pursuit you shun ; 
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Not, as a tiger fierce, to tear, 
Nor, lion desert-bom, I come : 

Stay, Chloe, stay ; the time is near 
To seek your lover, not your home. 



i 

Is 

1 1 

I 



MISCELLANEOUS TRANSLATIONS. 



11 



185 



t ^^ I : < • . 



STANZAS. 

(probably from :^hb jerengo.) 



Restore me. Fair, the age of love, 

If still my breast you would inflame ; 
When twilight glooms begin to move, 



O bid the morning shine again ! 



From those blest banquets, where supreme^ 
Love and Bacchus hold their sway. 

Time, tyrant stem, with frowning mien, 

■ ' t . . , 

Leads me by the hand away. 



'■ V I, 



Let the steed, — his labours done,''*- 
Shake his ears, and seek, his stall ; 

Alas ! in vain the race is shown. 
His hoofless feet can scarcely crawl. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF THEOCRITUS. 

IDYLLION III. 

TH£ GOATHERD ; AMARYLLIS, OR COMASTES, 
'K.tafultadia trori rdv ^AftttpvXKXda rai dk /toi tdyig. 

To Amaryllis am I bound, — ^my care, 
The browsing goats the dewy mountains bear. 
Their guardian Tityrus. — O, my lov'd friend ! 
Dear Tityrus, these rambling goatlings tend, 
And to the fountain lead ; but, ah ! the rage 
Of Lybian goat beware, morose with age. 

O Amaryllis sweet ! why, now, thy slave 
Lur'st thou no more, with peepings, to thy cave ? 



IDYLLION 111. 187 

Oh ! dost thou hate me ? do 1 uglier stare. 

Flat nosed and hideous, that thou shuaa'st tne near, 

Fair nymph ? or doth my chin unsightly peak t 

DHtc me thou wilt a desp'rate cord to take I 

Lo ! here, to thee ten apples, pleas'd, I bear, 

Pluck'd from the very tree thy choice made dear, 

Tomorrow, too, for others wilt I go ; 

look, I pray thee, on my eharpen'd woe ! 
Ah, how I wish, converted to a bee, 

1 mig^t my humming homage pay to thee ! 
How, to thy grotto green, with ivy spread, 

I'd pierce my way, and touch the fern, thy bed \ 
Yes ; now, indeed, I know thee, Love, and feel 
A god of sorrow; — grievous woes reveal, 
That thou, in forest bred, no mother's care, 
Buck'd rage from lioness, that wander'd there ; 
Thy wasting hand corrodes my inmost bone. — 
O maid, in form so beauteous, cold as slonc ! 
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O Dymph, with eye-brows dark, all channs and gii 
Bend, that thy goat^herd may at least embrace 1 'I 
A joy there is, in vain embraces, bund. — | 

Thou mak'st me tear the wreath my fondoesB baai 
For thee, dear Amaryllis, woven meet | 

Of fragrant parsley, ivy, roses sweet. I 

Alas ! what shall 1 ? hears she not ? Ah me ! '' 
Where Olphia saw the dolphins, I'll imtie j| 

My belt, and cast my carcase to the wave ; I 
Th' attempt will gratify thee, tho' they save. — II 
This fate I leam'd, when, lately, I inquir'd || 

If passion's flame, for me, thy bosom fu^d ; " 

The poppy leaf no popping signal made, | 

But uBeteas shrivell'd, on my elbow laid : 
The sieve-taught fortune-teller, too, who glean'd 
The falling ears, behind the reapers, aeem'd 
To guess my case, and true Agreeus told, 
1, you, with fervour ; me, with scorn, you hoId.> 



By Jove! that white twin-goat, 1 kept so long 

For thee, which Eitthacis, Mermnon-apnuig, 

A swarthy daughter, bo intreated oft : — 

And she shall have it, sJDce I'm spurn'd and scoff'd. 

My right eye tingles : shall I see, indeed, 

Her very self? 0, on this fir, my reed ' 

Reclin'd I'll ply, and. con some tender hint ;-^r,> A 

And p'rbaps she'll see me ; for her soul's not flint.' 

So, sage Hippomenes, to win his bride, ■/ 

With cunning hand, the tempting apples tried ; i 

How he, when beauteous Atalanta came. 

Saw, lov'd, and madden'd, with a mighty flame! 

So, erst, from Othrys' steep, Melampus skiU'd 

In song, to PyluB far the herd compeU'd, 

That shrewd Alphesibcea, thence, might trace 

A mother's charms from Bias's embrace. 

Did not Adonis, too, while flocks he fed, 

On sunny hill, or to cool fountain led. 
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Fair Cytherea to aucli fury drive, 
That, even dead, she kiss'd him, as alive? 
And happy he, Endymion, whom keep 
Delicious slumbers, in eternal sleep t 
Andhappy Jasion! Dearest of thy name ! 
Howlov'd; howfoUow'd; hear ye not, profane <. — 
Alas ! my brain is giddy ; still you scorn ; 
No more 111 sm^ ; but throw my wearied fonn, 
Where wolves shall ^naw it, on this very spot : — 
That news will be as sweet, as honey in your throat 
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FROM THE GREEK OF BION. 
IDYLLION III. 

'A fuydXa fioi K^irpij^ t$^ ifffv&ovri iragktrra, 

While^ on the ground, in slumber, laid, 

Great Venus me a visit paid ; 

A beauteous infant her loose band 

Held fast ; ('twas Love, who kiss'd his hand ;) 

Andy thus, her words, in sweetness, ring, 
'* Dear herdsman, teach this boy to sing«" 
Thus having spoke, she fled ; nor I 
Disdain the task divine to tiy. 
And all the pastor songs rehearse ; 
Fool that I was, to think, in verse, 
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He wish'd, immortal god, to hear, 
(For frigid seemM his listless ear,) 
How Pan the reed obliquely trimm'd ; 
The pipe her own Minerva deem'd ; 
While toHoise lent both shell and -nam^. 
To grace Mercurius's fame ; . , 

4 . i 

How sweet Apollo claimed the lyre : — 
Thus lirg'd I, with a master's fire. 
But he onwordi^l^tigardleiss'hui]^;^ * 
Andy in his turn, moretoifcfaiAg sung ' 
A thousand amatory dittoes 
Of men, and gods that mortal pitite, 
When made to own his mother's powV. — 
So me beguil'd that magic hour. 
That all I Cupid taught, forgot 
His luckless peedogogue, but hot, 
What Cupid, me, in master strains, 
And left to plague me, for my pains. 
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FROM THE GREEK OF MOSCHUS. 

IDYLLION I. 

TRUANT LOVE. 
'A K^9rp*( rby'^putra rbv vUa, /i* axphv ifiiiMrrpth 

Thus, Venus call'd her truant joy :— 

O who has seen my wand'ring boy ? 

In lane, or alley, mine he is ; 

And who, restores shall bear a kiss ; 

No paltry recompence he'U find 

The kiss of Venus ; or, if kind . 

The stranger bring him home, I may, 

With something more than kisses, pay .->-•» 

o 
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Ye cannot, sure, mistake my son. 
So mark'd, he's from a thousand known ; 
Not white his skin ; a lustre plajs 
Upon him, tike a living blaze ; 
His eyes are sharp, and full of flame ; 
His words are soil, but not his aim ; 
His wicked mind Is bent to ill. 
With tongue to hide it, his the skill ; 
Like honeydrops, his accents part, 
Tho' angry passions swell his heart ; 
Unpitying, full of craft his soul,^ 
Not worth a grain of truth the whole ; 
He plays ; but, ah ! 'tis cruel sport. 
His very pastimes bring a hurt ; 
Fair are his looks ; but, you may trace 
The harden'd sinner in his face ; 
His hands are small ; but, ah I they reacli 
Far, e'en to Acheron's dull beach, 
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And Pluto feels the distiEmt wounid^> 

Pierc'd and dismay'd, in farthest bound ; 

Tho' bare his body, not hia. mind. 

That cover'd close, and dark, we find ; 

And, Wing'd, and as a bird, be flies 

To these, to those ; maids, men^ he tries, 

And finds some entrance into all. . 

He bears a bow, but very small. 

And, on that bow, an arrow placed. 

Small too, but up to heaVn 'tis traced ; 

A golden quiver on his back, 

And bitter-tempered darts : alack ! 

Me, even me, they often gaU ; 

Cruel are all his weapons, all ! 

But, ah ! much more his little torch ; 

The sun itself its beams would scorch. 

O, if ye've captured the dear knave, 

him here bound ; no pity have ; 

o2 
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Tho' tears fast dim his treacherous eyes, 
Beware, lest fraud their source supplies ; 
And tho', with smiles, he bid ye stay, 
Drag here the culprit ; — ^no delay ; — 
But if with kisses he ye press ; — 
Away ; — a bane's the profier'd kiss ; 
His lips are venomous : or meek 
He cry : ** Dear friend, for my loyed sake. 
These arms, tho' small, a present, bear ;'' 
Touch not, O touch not the deep snare ! 
Those gifts deceitful, tipp'd with fire all are. 
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SONNET FROM PETRARCH. 



Avventoroso piu d' altro terreno. 



O DEAREST spot, held o'er the rest supreme ! 
For Love saw, here, her tender ancle press. 
As from her eyes, those holy lights, beam'd bliss, 

In courteous smiles, which made the air serene : 

Its solid effigy, from di'mond sheen, 

Time's wearing fingers shall make less and less. 
Ere, from my bosom, parts that look's caress, 

Grav'd on my heart, my memory's fondest dream. 
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Ne'er shall I see thee, spot, by her enshrin'd, 
But busy recollection will retrace 

Some relict of the past, or think to find. — 
0, my SennucciOy if her heart's the place 

Of waking love, I pray thee her remind, 
With tears^ or else a sigh, my thoughts to grace. 
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SONNET FROM PETRARCH. 



Aura, che quelle chiome bionde et crespe. 



Breeze, that now wantonest with tresses fair. 
And play'st around^ and waVst their crisped fold. 
Untangling sweet; then, spread'st th' unbraided gold, 

Now, gatherest in curls again with care ; — 

Thou breathest in those eyes, whence Cupids bear 
Their waspish stings ; which, ah ! I rue and hold ; — 
Thou hoverest round my treasure free and bold ; 

I urge the chase, but thickets hide the lair. 
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Now found ; — 'twas Fancy's phantoms caught my view ; 
Now seen, tho' distant ; — 'twas my brain's deceit : 

Now near ; — alas ! e'en false things look as true ! 
Go, happy breeze! and fan that living light; 

Gro, stream, and crystal whirlpool, her pursue : 
O that, with ye, her wand'rings share I might ! 
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EPISTLE 



TO 



VICE ADMIRAL SIR EDWARD CODRINGTON. 



Brave Codrington! what means this dubious meed ? 
No triumphs rung, and yet thy heroes bleed ? 
Thy king, thy prince, their gen'rous breasts alone 
Consult, and tie the wreath thy valour won ; 
But mightier potentates the praise recall, 
And one cold word, " untoward," freezes all : 
In vain the nation, and in vain the crown. 
The sullen monarchs of St. Stephen's frown. 
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ZtB EPISTLE TO 

No matter, Codrington ; thy fame shall soar 
Where party's slimy worm can emear no more ; 
Lo ! Britain's Genius trails thy halo bright, 
And twines it round her pyramid of light, 
Where high, in air, eternal glories blaze, 
Like moming rays outshining envious haze; 
Or stany suns that quiver on the sight. 
And mock the vapours of the dewy night- 

So in the regions of perpetual frost, 
Victorious Oloom exults o'er sunbeams lost : 
Sudden, new columns their effulgence train. 
And dance fantastic on the azure plain : 
Now clueter-pillar'd forms their groups acquire, 
Like a bright gothic fane of heav'nly fire ; 
Now a vast organ's fulgent pipes emerge, 
As 'twere to tempt the angels to a dirge:- 



I'd Darkness si 
1 skulks to cat 



B th' illuminated sky, 

j, where Lapland wizards II 
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What is thy crime, that thou and thine must bear 
The slight of nobles, tho' thy sov'reign's care ? 
Had'st thou the candour to interpret right. 
Nor deem'd'st the shades of Caatlereagh indite ? 
Yes ; shad^, I say ; for double was his soul, 
And double meanings daHcen'd o'er his scroll. 
Thee, a true tar, no subtleties restrain : 
Thou think'st not treaties, statesmen's playthings vain; 
A Nelson's ardour fires thee, craft defies. 
And bursts, with honest ball, the Gordian ties. 

Beholdl contending parties strive, and shed, 
On neutral nations, sparks of war and dread ; 
Those, to o'ertum fair Europe's altars, aim ; 
These, the small rannant of a mighty name ; 
These lift the blood-red cross, — a brother's sign : — 
Hate, luBt, and murder, in the crescent, shine. 
Shall arts, by Greece inspir'd, her sonsileny? 
Shall Christians see the first-taught Christians die? 
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Ye Genii of the heart ! ye Spirits high ! 
Cold men despise ye ; crush their policy ! 
Bid the false Moslem plight a boasted word. 
And seal the promise with a bloody sword ! 
Shrieks, death, and fire^ his vengeful footsteps trace, 
A smoking campaign, and a blotted race. 
Has maim'd Humanity no eyes, nor ears ? 
Behold her champion ! Codrington appears. 

He comes, nor he alone, to bring relief ; 
For France and Russia mingle in his grief ; — 
He, from her rocky caves, and mountain tombs, . 
Had mark'd the echoes of a people's groans : 
Had tracked the horrid line, by vengeance drawn, 
Trees, from their roots, and fields, the fiends upturn. 
Where foe no more disputes the crackling grove. 
And 'frighted Nature hastens to remove. — 
He comes, and bids th' infernal conflict cease. 
Ah ! daring Infidel, to scoff at Peace ! 
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Lo ! Moslem navies, touch'd by British fire, 
Leap from the wave, and heavenward aspire ! 
So, spirits of gloom, by angel spear assay'd, 
Start from the test, discovered and dismay'd.- 
An awful '' hist !'' then, floating wrecks relate 
That, wing'd by justice, ours the bolts of fate. 
O mourn not, dauntless Chieftain ! that decreed 
No ^* vote of thanks ;" a nation's are thy meed ; 
The hearts of millions at the dead have leap'd ; 
Thy sovereign just spontaneous honours heap'd ; 
And unborn seamen shall invoke thy name, 
Then plunge, for Glory, in the sea of Fame. 
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